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- Enter Richard Duk* of (jlocefker,fofnSt 

Ow is the winter of difcontent, 

Made glorions fummer by this Sonne of Yorke 
And all the clouds, that lowr vpon our houfe, 
Inthe deepe bowels ofthe Ocean buried. 
Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes, 

. Our bruifed artnes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chang’d to merry meetings. 
Ourdreadfull marches to delightfull pieafures. 
Grim-vifagd warrc,hath fmooth’d kjs wrinkled front. 
And now inftead of mounting barbed Steeds, 

To fright the foules offearefull aduerfaries. 

He capers nimbly in a ladies chamber. 

To the laciuious pleating of a loue. 

But I that am not fharpe of fportiue trickcs. 

Nor made to court an amourous looking-glade; 

J that am rudely ftampt,and want loues maiefty 5 
To llrut before a wanton ambling Nympth, 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated of feature by diflembling nature, 

Defomf d, vnfinifht fent before my time 
Into this breathing|vorld,halfe made vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfaihionable. 

That dogs barkeatmeas lhaltac them : 

Whilel in this weake piping time of peace, 

Haue no delight to pafle away the time, 

Vnlelfe to fpie my fhadovv in the funne. 

And delcant on mine ovvne deformity : 

And therefore /ince I cannot proue a louer. 

To entertaine thefe faire well fpoken dayes, 

I am determined to proue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pieafures of thefe dayes s 
Jots haue I lay dind unions dang erous, 



vp. 



The Tragedy 

By drunken proph e lies' li bel s and dreamer. 

To fct my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate theoneagainft the other, 

And if King Edward be as true and iuft 
As l am ftibtile , falfe and trecberous 
This day fhould Clarence cTofelybeihu 
About a prophefie which fayes that G* 

Of Edwards heiresthe murtherer fhall be* 

Diue thoughts downe to m.y foule, Enter Clarence witi 
Heere Clarence comes, a Guard of Men, 

Brother , good dayes , what meane this armed guard 
That waits vpon your grace ? 

(Vrf.His Maieft.y tendring myperfons fafety s bath appointed 
This conduct to conuey me to the Tow® 1 . * 

Glc, Vpon what caule ? A 

Cta. Becaufe my rame is George, 

_ G /o.Alacke my Lord, that fault is noneofyours, 

Ke fhouid. for that commit your god-fathers : 

O belike his Maiefiy hath lome intent 
That you fhall be new chri fined in the Towers 
But what is the matter Clarence i may X know ? 

Cla.Yea Richard when I doe know/or I protefi 
As yet I doe not , but as lean learne, 

He harkens after prophefies , and dreames. 

And from the crofie-row pluckes the letter G, 

And fayes a wizard told him that by G, 

His ifTue disinherited fhould be, / J 
And for my name of George begins with G 
It follow es in his thought that I am he : ’ 

Thefe as f learne and luch liketoyes as thefe, 

Hauemoued his highneffe to commit me now* 

Glo. W hy this it is when men are raid by women, 

Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower, 

M y Lady q rag his wife , Clarence tis fhe 
That tempts him to this extreamicy,-' 

Was it not fhe and that good man of worfiiip 
■ainthenj tVoodtule her brother there. 

That made him fend L* Mailings to the Tower 
-■prbm whf nee this prefent day he°is deliuered. ? ’ 

AVe are not lare CUnnct wearenotfafe. 
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of Richard the Third. 

fla-By Heauen I thinke there is no man fecurd 
But the Quecnes kindred , and night walking heralds 
That truge betweenc the King and Miftris Shore : 

Heard you not what an humble fuppliant 
lord Mailings was to her for his deliuery ? 

Glo. Humbly complayning to her Deity, 
GotmyLordChamberlaine his liberty, 
lie tell you what , I thinke it were our way, 'j 
If we' will keepcin fauour with the King, 

To be her men and weare her liuery, 
Theiealousore-wormewiddow and herfelfe. 

Since that our brother dubd themGentlewomens 
Are mighty goifips in this monarchy* 

Bro.l beleech your graces both to pardon me. 

His Maiefiy hath ftraightly giuen in charge, 

T*hat no man fhall haue priuate conference. 

Of what degree foeuer with his brother. 

Glo. Euen fo and pleafeyour worfhip 'Erohenbtsry. ' 
You maypertake ofanythingwefay : 

We fpeakeno treafon man, we fay the King ! 

Is wife and vertuousand the noble Queene 
W ell ftroke in yeares,faire and not iealous. 

We fay that Shores Wife hath a prety foote, 

A chery lip a bonny eye , a paffing pleafing tongue : 

And that the Quecnes kindred are made gentle folks * 

How lay you fir, can you deny all this ? 

- 5 r<?.VVith this(my Lord)myfelfe hath nought to do* 
Glo. Nought to do with Miilris Shore, I tell thee fellow. 
He that doth nought with her excepting one, 

Werebert io doit fecretly alone, 

Bro. What one my Lord ? 

Glo. Her husband knaue, wouldeft thou betray me ? 
Ero. 1 beleech yourGraceto pardon me, and withall for- 
Your conference with the noble Duke* ( beare* 

CU. We know thy charge Brokgnbtiry, and will obey. 
Glo. Weare the Queenes AbieCis and muft obey, 
Brother farewell I will vntQ the King, 

Andwhatfoeueryou willimploy mein, 

V v eieit to call King Edwards widdow fifter, 



The Tragedy 

I will performc it to infra nchife you, 

Meane time this deepe dilgrace in brotherhood. 

Touches me deeper then you can imagine* 

Cia- 1 know it pleafeth neyther of vs well* 

<jlo • Well your imprifonmcnt fhaW not be long. 

X will deliuer you , or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience* 

CZ*. Lmuft perforce, farewell* Exit CU. 

§lo- Go tread the path, that thou fhalt neere return?, 
Simple plaine Clarence, I doeloue theefo. 

That I will fhortly fend thy foule to Heauen, 

Jf Heauen will take the prefent at our hands* 

But who comes heerethe new deliuered Haftings. 

Enter Lord Halting* . 

Hall. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord, 

Glo. As much vnto my good L. Chamberlaine : 

• W ell, you are welcome to this open aire. 

How hath your Lordfhipbrooktimprilonment ? 

Halt. With patience (noble Lord) as priLbners mull : 
But I fhall liue my Lord to giue them thanks. 

That were the caufe of my imprifonment* 

do. No doubt, no doubt, and fo dull Clarence too. 
For they that were your enemyes , are his. 

And hauepreuailed as much on him as you. 

T/^/.Morepitty that the Egle fhould be mewed 
While Kites and Buzzards prey at liberty. 

* Glo. What newes abroad • 

, • Haft. No newes fo bad abroad as this at home : 

The King is fickly weake and melancholly. 

And hisPhifitians fearehim mightily, 

<j/<?*Nowby Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed. 

Oh he hath kept an ill dyet long, 

And ouer muchconfumed his royall perfon, 

Tis very grieuous to be thought vpon, 

WhatPis he in his bed 
Haft .. He is. 

Glo. Go you before,and I will follow you. Exit. Haft' 
He cannot liue X hope , and muff not die 
Till George be packt with poft-horfe vp to heauen : 

• T le in to vrce his hatred more to Clarence 



Which 4ies well ffeeld with weighty arguments, 

And if X faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence Hath not another day to liue: 

Which done God take King Edward to his mercy 
And leauc the world forme to buffed in. 

For then ilc marry Warwick* youngeff daughter. 
What though I kill her husband and herfather, 
Thereadieft way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become her husband and her father : 

The which will J not all fo much for loue. 

As for another fecret clofe intent, . 

By marrying her which I muff reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to market ; 

Clarence ffill liues , Edward flill raignes. 

When they are gone,then muff Ieount my games* E 
Enter Lady Anne, with the bearfe of Henry the ftxt* 
La. Set downe,fet downe, your honourable Lord. 

If honour may be fhrowded in a hearfe, 

Whilft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuous Lanca(le l r 3 
Poore key-cold figure ofa holy Kin*?, * 

Pale a flies of the houfeof Lancaster? 

Thou bloodlefle remnant of thatrovaJl blood 
Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy Ghoft, * 

To heare the lamentations of poore Anne, 

£ nZ a c d) t0 u fi fl f “gbtwed fonne, 

T ^?n b rl r me hands that made thefe holes 
Loein thofe windowesthat let forth thy life 
I poure the helpeleffebalme of m y poore eyes 

K C t , he 1 hand that madc ^e fa tall holes, * 

Curft be the heart,that had theheart to do it 
More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, * 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee- - 

oZ n to Adders.Spiders.Toadr, 

Or any creeping venomde thing tha t liues* 
Ifwerhehatte child, abort; ttfbeit 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to li<?ht* 
Whofevglyaad vonamrallafpla S 
May flight thehopcfnll mother at the view, 



Exits- 
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Ifeuerhehaue wife let her be made 
As referable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Cher fey with your holy load 
Taken from Pauls to be in interred there: 

And ftill as you are weary of the waight, _ ^ Enter 

Reft you whiles i lament King Henries corfe. Glocefler, 
Glo. Stay you that bearethe coarfe, and fet it downe. 
ih*. What blacke Magitian,coniuresvp this fiend 
To ftop deuoted charitable deeds: 

GYo.Villaine, fetdownethe coarfe, or by Saint Pm l, 

He make a corfe of him that difobeyes ? 

Gen. Stand backe and let the coffin pafte- 
Glo. Vnmannerly dog, ftandft thou when I command, 
Aduance thy halbert higher then my bread:. 

Or by Saint Paul ile ftrike thee to my foote. 

And fpu'rne vpon thee begger forthyboldnelfe. 

Zrf.What do you tremble, are you all affiaid ? 

Alaffe,! blame you not for you are mortall, 

And mortall eyes cannot endure theDiuelh 
Auant thou fearefull minifter of hell, - 
Thou had ft but power ouer. his mortall body. 

His foule thou canft not haue therefore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charity be not fo curft. 

Ztf. Foule diuel_l,for Gods fake hence, and trouble vs not? 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell. 

Fil’d it with curling cryes,and deepe exclaimes. 

If thou delight to view thy hanious deeds,- 
Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeald mouths and bleed afrefh, 
Blufli,blufh, thou lumpe of foule deformity. 

For tis thy prefence that exhals this blood. 

From cold and empty veines where no blood dwels. 

Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this blood mad’ft, reuenge his death: 

Oh earth which this blood drinkft, reuenge his death : 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the "murderer dead. 

Or 
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of Richard the Third. 

Or Eatth gape open ’wide , and eate him quickc. 

As thou didft iwallow vp this good Kings bl 
Which his Hell-gouernd arme hath butchered 
(7/o.Lady, you know no rule of charity. 

Which render good forbad , bleffingsforcurfes, 
Z^.Villanne , thou knoweft no law of God, nor man- 
Nobeaft fo fierce , but knowes lonx| touch of pitty, 

Glo . But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La. Oh wonderfull when diuels tell the truth, 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo 
Vouchfafe deuine perfection of a woman; 

Of thefe fuppofed euils to giue mee leaue. 

By circumftance but to acquit my felfe- 
La. Vouchlafe defufed infection of a 
For thefe knovvne euils, but to giue mee 
By circumftance to curfe thy curled fell 
Glo. Fairer then tongue can name the 
Some patient leafure to excule my ielfe, 

A*. Fouler then heart canthinkethee, thou canit 
No excule currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By filch difpaire Ithouid accufemv 
A. And by difparing fhouldftthou ftan 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy 
Which didft , vnworthy flaughter ™nn 
Glo , Say that I flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not d 
But dead they are and diuelifh 
Glo. I did not kill your hi 
La. 'Why then hee is 
GVp.Nayhejsdeadandflaineby tdi 
La. Inthytoule throat thou lieft. Qjiteene marg^* 

Thy bloody faulchion imooking in hisblood, 

I he which thou once didft bend againft her br^f 
But that my brother beat affide the poynt. 

1 was prouokedbyherftanderoustong 
Whicblaid her guiltvpon myguiltlneffe ffioulders 
\vw | J hoU W31 * ptouoked by thy bloody minde. 

^ • Sk ca L neU ' Cr ^ reamt 00 ought ;but butcherycs : 
id>t thou not kill this King ? Glo .1 grant yee, 

B Ls/tA? 
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A*. Doeft grant mee hedgehog,then God grant mce too 
Thou maieft bee damned for that wicked deede. 

Oh he was gentle, milde , and vertuous. 

Glo. The fitter for the KingofHcauen that hath him. 
La. Hee is in Heaucn, where thou (halt neuer come. 
glo . Let him thankemee that holpe to fend him thither. 
For he was fitter for that placethen Earth* 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but Hell* 

C ]lo . Yes one place elfe,if you willheare mee name it. 
La. SomeBungeon- Glo. Your bed-chambsr. 

La, 1 11 reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Glo. So willitMaddam till I lie with you. 

La. I hope fo. 

Glo. I knowfo, but gentle Lady Aw, 

To leaue this kind incounter of your wits. 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode : 

Is notthecauferofthe time-letfe deaths. 

Of thelc Plantagenets , Henry and. Edward. 

As blamefull as the executioner ? 

Aa.Thou art the caufe, and mod accurftefFe&» 
glo . Your beauty was the caufe of that cffe£f. 

Y our beauty which did haunt mee in my fleepe. 

To vndertake the death of all the world. 

So I might reft thathoure in your fweete bofome* 

La. If I thought that , .1 tell thee homicide, 

Tnefe nailes lnould rend that beauty from their cheekes. 

GA>*Thefe eyes could neuer endure fweet beauties wrack, 
You flioujd not blemilh them if I flood By : 

As all the world is cleared by theSunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

La. Blacke night ouerfhad e thy day, and death thy life* 
Glo. Curfe not thy felfe faire creature, thou art both* 
La, I would I were to beereuenged on thee, 

G le.lt is a quarrell moft vnnaturall, 
i o be reuenged on him that loueth you* 

. L a. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable, 
fo bee reuenged on him that flew my Husband* 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady ©ftby husband 
Bid. it to helpe thee to a better husband* 

La- 
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La. His better doth not breath vpon the Earthi 
Glo.' Go too, he liues that loues you better then he could 
La. Name him. Glo. Plantagenet. 

La. Why what was hee ? 

glo. The felfe fame name but one of better nature. 

La. Where is hee.? 

Glo. Heere* Shoe spitter athtm. 

Why doeft Ipitat him ? 

La. W ould it were mortall poyfon for thy fake* 

Glo, Neuer camepoyfon fromfo fweeteaplace* 

La, Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler Toade, 

Out of my fite thou doeft infe£f my eyes* 

Glo. Thine eyes fweete Lady haue infe&ed mine* 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 

Glo • I would they were, that I might die at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death * 

Thofceyes ofthine, from mine hauedrawne fait teares, 
Shamed their afpeift with ftoreof childifli drops, 

I neuer fued to frinds nor enemy, 

Mytonguecould neuer learne fweete fmoothing words. 
But now thy beauty ispropofde my fee ; 

My proud heart fues, andpromptsmy tongue to lpeake. 
Teach not my Hps fuch fcom?,for they were made 
For killing Lady not for luch contempt. 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiuc, 

Loe.here I lend thee this fliarp poynted fword. 

Which ifyoupleafe to hide in this true bofomc. 

And let the foule forth that adorneth thee 
I lay it naked to thy deadly ftroake ; 

And humbly beg the death vpon my Knees- 
Nay,doenot pawfe.twasd that kild your husband, 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me : 

Nay now dilpatch,twas I that Kild Ting Henry , 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on : Heere (he lets 
Take vp thy fword againe,or take vp me. fall the Sword 

La. Arife diffembler , though I wiftvthy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

GA.l hen bid me killmyfelfe,and I will doe it. 

La, I haue already. 

~ B a Gfo 
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Glo. Tulh that was in thy rage : >- 

Spcake it againe , and euen with the word, 

That band which for my lone did kill thy loae. 
Shall for thy loue , kill a farrc truer lone, • 

To both their deaths thou fhalt bee acceffary • 

La. I would know thy heart 
Glo. Tis figured in my Tongue. 

La. I feare mee both are falfe. 

C/?. 7 hen neuer man was true. 

La. Well, well, put vp your (word. 

Cjlo. Say then my peace is made. 

La. That fhall you know hereafter. 

Glo. But I Ihall Hue in hope. 

La. All men I hope Hue fo. 

Glo. Vouchfafeto werethisring. 

La. To take is not togiue. 
qie> Looke how this ring incompaffeth thy fine 
Euen fo thy breftinclofeth my poore heart* 
yVere both of them for both of them are thine 
And if thy poor® fupplyant may 
Butbegonefauour at thy gracious band, 

1 hou doell confirme his happineffeforeuer. 

What is it ? 
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glo. That it would pleafe thee leaue thefe fad defines 
t o him that hath more cauie to bee a mourner. 

And prefently repaire to Crosby place. 

Whereafter I haue lblemnely enterred 
At Chertjie Monaftery this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 
i Will with all, expedient duty fee you : 

For diuers vnknowne reafons , I befeech you 
Grant mee this boone. 

Z^.With all my heart, and much it ioyes me toot 
L° fee you are become fo penitent s . ' 

Tr effilUndBartly , goe a long with mee. 

Oloo Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you deferue-J. 

But fince you teach mee how to flatter you 
Imagine I haue fayd farewell already 
“ 





Exit 




5/ Richard the Third, 

Glo. Sirs, take vpthecourfe. 

Ser. Towards Chertfic noble Lord 1 

Glo. No to white Fryers there attend my comming s 
W as cuer woman in this humour woed ?£•*•#«. Manet Glo 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne ? 

He haue her , but I will not keepe her long. 

What ? I haue kild her husband and her rather. 

To take her in her hearts extreamefl heate 
With curies in her mouth,teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witneffe of her hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confcience,and thefe barres againft mee 
And I Nothing to backe my fute withall 
But the plaine Diuelland diffembling lookes. 

And yet to win her all the world is nothing ? Hah ? 

Hath (Lee forgot already that braue Prince 
Edward her Lord, Whom I feme three moneths fince. 
Stabd itl my angry mood at Tcwxbury ? 

A fweeter and iouelier Gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigality of nature : 

Yongivaliant, wife, and no doubt right royall. 

The ipacious world cannot againe aftoord. 

And will fhee yet debace her eyes on mee. 

That cropt hegolden prime of this fweet Prince, 

And made her widdowto a woefull bed / 

On me ,whofe all not equals Edwards moity, 
OnmethathaIt,and am vnfhapcn thus ? 

My Dukedometobee a beggerly denier, 

I doe miftake my perfon all this while, 

Vpon my life (lie finds although I cannot 
My felfe,to bee a marualous proper man, 
lie bee at charge for a Looking -glaffe, * - 
And enter wine fome fcore or two of tailors 
To ftudy fafhions to adorne my body. 

Since lam crept in fauour with my felte, 

Twill maintains it with a little coll*- r r , 

But firll ile turne yon fellow in his gtaue. 

And then retume lamenting to my loue- 
Shine out faire funne,till I haue brought a glaffe, 

1 hat I may fee my fljadow as I paffc. E xit . 



. NATIONAL LIBRARY OF SCOTLAND (Bute.514) OdaVO 



tA- ,, ' 












The Tr*.gidy 

Enter Qucene^L ord Riuers and Gray, 
5 *.HauepatienceMaddam, tbers no doubt hisMaiefty 
Will foone recouer his accuftomed health. 

Gray. In that you brookc it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort. 

And cheare his grace with quicke and merry words, 
flty. If hee were dead what would betide of mee ? 
■Hi. No other harme but Ioffe of fuch a Lord. 

-£b*.The Ioffe of fuch a Lord includes all harme. 

</*■*>' *Theheauens haue bleft you with a goodly Tonne. 
To bee your comforter when hee is gone. 

Slu . Oh heis yong, and his minority 
Is put in the trull of Richard G lecdier, 

A man that loues not mee , nor none of you. 

Ri.lx. is concluded hee fhall Ijiee Protestor ? 

It is determined s not concluded yet. 

But lb it muft be if the King milcarry. Enter Buck J Darky . 
Gr. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby, 
Buc, Good time of day vnto your royall grace* 
-E^r.Godmakeyour Maieftyioyfullas you haue beene. 
^5. The Countefle Richmond good my Lord of Darby . 
To your good prayers will fcarcefay, amen : 

Yet Darky-, not with Handing Iheesyour wife. 

And loues not mee, bee you-good LordafTured 
I hate not you for herproud arrogancy* 

Dar, I befeech you ey ther not belee.ue. 

The cnuious Handers of her accufers. 

Or if fhee bee acculed in true report, 

Bearewith hcrweakneffe,whichl thirikeprocceds 
From wayward fickneffe,and no grounded malice. 
-ff/.Sa$ n /ou the King 10 day my Lord Darky ? 

-D<r .But now the Duke oi Buckingham and I, 

Came from vifiting his Maiefty. 

J£u. What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
I?#c.Madam, good hope, his grace fpeakes chearfully. 
^«.God grant him health, did you confer with him? 
-Sw.Madam wee did, Hee defires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Duke o(Gloce(ker and your brothers. 

And betwixt them aqd my Lord Chamber laine, ' 



yM. *; 
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of Richard ^ Third, 

And fent to warne them of his royall prefence.’ 
A orwould all were well , but that w ill neu<* bee. 

I feare our happinefle is at the higheft. ” e * 

Glo. They doe me wrong and I wiil not endure 
Who are they that complaine vnto the King • 

1 hat 1 forfooth am Herne loue them not : 

F,v holy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his eares with fuch aifTentious rumours : 

Becaufe I cannot flatter and fpeake faire, 

Smile in mens faces fmooth deceiue and cog 
Ducke with French nods, and apiila courtehe, 

I mull bee held a rankerous enemy. 

Cannot a plaineman liue and thinkeno harme 
But thus in Ample truth muft bee abufde 
By filken flie infinuating Iackes ? 

Ri . To whome in this prefence fpeake ybur grace. 

Glo. To thee ttfat hath no honefty nor grace* 

When haue I inguredthee, when done thee wrong,. 

Or thee , or thee , or any of your fa&ion ? 

A plague vponyou all. His royall perfon 
( Whome God preferue better then youcanwifh ) 
Cannot bee quiet fcarce a breathingwhile. 

But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints* 

G)tu Brother of Glocefter , you miftake the matter 5 
The King of his owne royall difpofition, 

And not ptouoke by any futer elfe, 

Ayming belike at your interieur hatred. 

Which in your outward aftions fhewes it felfe, 

Againft my kindred, brother, and my felfe . 

Makes him to lend that whereby we e may gather 
1 he ground ofycnr ill will, and to remotie it. 

(ylo. i cannot tell , the world is srowne fobad, 

That wrens way prey where eagles dare not pear eh, 

Since euery iacke became a Gentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made a iacke. 

j])A.Come,come we know your meaning brother Cjloft 
You enuy mine aduaneement and my friends. 

Cod grant wee neuer may haue neeaeofyou. 

Glo, Meane time,God grant that wee haue neede of you 

Our 



er. 
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T'h T-ragedy 

Our brother is imprifoned by y Our mea ties, 

Myfelfe difgraced , and the Nobility 
Held in contempt ,whilfl many faire promotions 
Aredayly giuen to enoblc, thofe 
That fcarfe fome two dayes fince were worth a noble.. 
£& By him that raifde mee to this care till! height 
■ From that contented hap which I enioyd, 5 J 
I neuer did infence his Maiefly 
Again (t the Duke of Clarence , but haue beene 
An earned: aduocate to plead for him. 

My Lord , you doe mce fhamefull injury, 

Falfely to draw mee in, fuch vilefufpecT. 

<?/*. You may deny that you were not thecaufe. 

Otmy Lord Haflings lateimprifonment. 

Rite. She may my Lord. 

Glo She imy.L.A7«fr.r,why who knowesnot fo? 

She may do more fir then denying that : 

She may heipe you to many preferments , 

And then deny her ayding hand therein. 

And lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 

What may fhe not ? ibe may, yea marry may fke» 

What, marry may Biee ? 

GI&. What marry may fhe ? marry with a Kiri* 

A batcheler , a hanfome firipling too. 

I wis yourGrandam had a Woricr match- 
^»-My L.of Glocefter, I haue to long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings , and your bitter fcoffes 
By heaueri I will acquaint his Maiefly., 

With thofe grolfe taunts I often haue’endured. 

.1 had rather be a country feruant maide. 

Then a Queene with this condition, 

1 o be thus ta unted, lcorned, and baited at. Enter 

Snsall loy haue I in being England s Queene. MarTm. 

And lefned be that fmalI,God I befeech thee, 
i hy honour , Bate , and feat is due to mee- 
Glo. What ? threat you mec with telling the King ? 
fell him and ipare notlooke what I fayd, 

'Twill auoch in prelence of the King : ’ 

I is time to fpeake , when paines are quite forgot* 

c. 
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of Richard the Third . 

Ou.Mar, Out Diuell , I remember them too well. 
Thou flewefl my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonnc at Tewxkury, 

Glo. Ere you were Queene yea or your husband King* 
I was a packe-horfe in his great affaires, 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewarder of his friends ■ 

Toroyallize his blood I lpilt mine owne. 

Qy.Mar .Yea, and much better blood, then his or thine,-, 
Glo.ln all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Were famous for the Houfe of 1 Zankafier : 

And R iuers, fo were you. Was not your husband 
In Margrets battaile at Saint^/W fiaine : 

Let me put in your m;nd,if yours forget. 

What you haue beene ere now,and what you are : 

Witball , what I haue beene, and what I am* 

Sy.Mar. Amurtherousvillainc: and fo Bill thou art. 
Glo. T’oore Clarence did forfake his Father Warwick * , 
Tea and forfwore himfelfe ( which lefic pardon ) 

S3' Mar. Which God reuenge 

7 ° % bt , ou Edwards party for the Crowne, 

And for hismeede ( poore Lord ) he is mewed vp. 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards . 

Or Edwards foft and pittyfull like mine. 

1 am too chtldifh foolifb for this world . 

Thm?r^Zi Hie thect ? he11 for frame, and leaue the world, 
7x7x7^’, there tb y Klngdome is. 

L ° rdot SloeeBer ^ thofe bufie dayes, 

I 0 ” Vrg V° proue vs demies, Y 

Z fonT/ Lord, our JawfiUl King. 

So fhould we you if you frould beour King. 

Far^e be ft fmm° Uld ^ 1 h u ad rather be ^pedlar, 

<S m f T^ my heart the thought of it, 

Youtbould eniev were y °” fUp ?° fe 

A Sty 0 fcSlu2 ne 

~ C T 



The Tragedy 

1 can no longer bold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling pirates tbarfall out, 

2 fhaking out that which you haue pild from me ; 

Which of you tremble not that looke on me ? 

If not, that I being Qucene , you bow iikefubiects. 

Yet that by you dilpofd , you quake like rebels 
O gentle villaine , doe not turneaway. 

(Jlo. Foule wrinkled witch, what makUt thou in my fight?. 
Qv. Mar. But repiticion of what thouh'aft mard. 

That will I make , before I let thee goe : 

A husband and a fonne thou ovveft vnto me. 

And thou a kingdome , all of you alleagence : 

The forrow that I haue byright is yours," 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe , is mine. 

gio. Thecurfe my noble father layd one thee. 

When thou didft Crownehis warlike browes with paper ' 
And. with thy Icorne drew riuers from his eyes. 

And then to drie them , gau’ft the Duke a clout 
Stecptin the blood ofpritty Rutland ; 

Hiscurfes then from biternefle of loulc. 

Denounc’d again!! thee, are fallen vpon thee. 

And God , not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed. 

£) m ; So iuftisGod to -rite the innocent. 

Haft. O twas the fouleft deed to flay that Babe, 

And the moft mcrcilefle thateuer was heard of. 

Mi. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported, 

Tforf No man but prophefied reuenge for it, 

"Muc.N ortbtmberlaxd then prefent, wept to fee it. 
JjhMar. What ? were you fnarling all before I came/ 
Ready to catch' each other by the throat. 

And turne you now your hatred now on me ? 
pid i ° r ks s dread curie, preuaile io much with heauen, 

That Henries death my louely death. 

Their Kingdomes loft my vvoefull banifhment, 5 
Could all but anfvvere for that pecuifh brat ? 

Can curies pearce the Clouds', and enter heauen ; 

Vy hy then giue way dull Clouds to my quicke cui fes -*■ 
Ifnotby wane, by iurfetdie your J£ng. 

As ours by murder to make him a King. 

Edward — 



of Richard the Third. 

Edward my fonne , which no w i s Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my foftne, which was the Prince of Wales, 
Died in his youth by like untimely violence, 

Thylelfea Qjieene, for me that wasaQueene, 

Out -line thy glory, like my wretched ielfe : 

Long mayft thou line to waile thy childrens loflc. 

And fee another, as I lee thee now 
Deckt in thy glory.asthou art ftald in mine: 

Long dye thy" happy dayes before thy death. 

And after many lengthnea houres of griefe. 

Dye neyther mother, wife, nor Snglands Queene, 

Ritters and Torfet, you were danders by. 

And fo waft thou Lord Haft mgs, when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him 
That none of you, may liue your natural! age. 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
QMar. And leaue out tbee?ftay dog for thou foal J hear e 

If heauen haue any grieuousplague in ftore, / me 

Exceeding thole that I can vvifh vpon thee : v * 

0 let them keepeit till thy (innes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 

On thee the tronbler of the poore worlds peace: 

The worme of conference ftill begnawthy foule, 

1 hy foends fufpe&for traytors whilft thou liueft. 

And cake deepetray tors for thy deareft friends, * 

No fleepe dele vp the deadly eyes of thine, 

VnlelTe it be whilft fome tormenting dreams 
Affrights thee with-a hell of vgly diuels, 

;* Thoueluifti markt, abortiue rooting hog, 
l hou that waft feald in thy natiuity 
The flaue of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

1 hou (lander of thy mothers heauy wombe. 

Thou loathed jftue of thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou deterted, &c 
°to. Margrtt. 

?&• f ich * rd - Glo. Ha ? 

^ 1 call thee not. 

^.Thencry thee mercy: for I had thought, 

_£i “ Thou 
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'The Tragedy 

Thou haft cald me all thefe bitter names, 

g^.tJMar, Why fo I did,but icoke for no reply 2 
O letune make the period to my curie- 

Qlr. Tis done by me, and ends by Margret . 
Thushaueyou breathed your curfe again!! your felfe. 

QJMjr.Voo'Lfz painted Queene,vaine flour ifti of my for* 
W hy flrewft thou Sugar on thatbotled fpidcr, ( tunc : 
W hole deadly webbe infnareth thee about ? 

Foole, foole, thou whetft a Knife to kill thy fclfe, 
Thetime will come when thou (halt wifli for me. 

To helpe thee curfe that poyfoned bunch-backt Toade, 
iAi/.Fal fe boafting woman, end thy franticke curfe, • 
Leaft to thy barme thou moue our patience. ( mine. 
fH^Mar* Foule fhame vpon you, you hade all mou'd 
Were you wellferu’d,you would be taught your duty. 
^jMar. To ferue-me well, you fhould doe me duty. 
Teach me to be your Queene, and you my fubie&s , 
Obferueme well and teach your felues that duty. 

Dorf* Difpute not with her, fire is lunatique* 

Peace mafter Marque fife, you are malapert, 

Y our fire-new ftampe of honour is fearce currant : 

O that your young Nobility-rould iudge, 
what’twere toloofe it, and be miferable ? 

They that ftand high,haue mighty blafts to fhake them. 
And if they fall, they dafh them to pieces. 

£?/<>. Good counfell marry , learne jt,iearne it Marqueflc. 
Dorf. It toucheth you (my Lord ) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea,and much more, bur I was borne fo high. 
Our Aiery buildeth in the C*dars top. 

And dallieswith the winde,and lcornes the funne. 

g^Mar. Andturnes the Sunne to thade,aias,alas. 

W ltnefle my funne ,now in the lhade of death, 

Whofe bright outfihmingbeames, thy cloudy wrath,, 
Hath ineternall darkcuclTc foulded vp : 

Your Aiery buildeth in our Aieries neaft.. 

O God that feeft it, doe notfurferit ; 
Asitwaswonnewith blood,loft be it fo- 
^w^.Haue done for fhame, if not for charity, 

Q. .Mar, Vrge ney ther charity nor fha me to me, 

Vrchj 



^Richard the Third. 

Vncbaritably with me bane you dealt. 

And fhamefuliyby you my hopes are butch .red, 

Mv charity is outrage, liic my fhame, 

And in my fhame fliall liue my foirowcsrage* 

Back- Haue done. . . . a 

9, Mar. O princely Buckingham, I will kifle thy hand, 

Inlignc of league and amity with thee , 

Now fairs befall thee and thy Princely houfe, 

Thy garments are not {potted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compare of my curfe. 

Buck; Nor none hecre, tor curfes neuer pafife 
The lips of them that breath them in the ayre. 

Q.Mar. lie not belecue but they afifend the skie. 
Andthere awake Gods gentle fleeping peace- 
O "Buckingham, beware of yonder dogge, 

Looke when he fawnes he bites.and when he bites, 
Hisvenome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware of him * 

Sinue,death,and hell,hath fet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him, 

Glo. What doth fbee fay my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck; Nothing that I refpe£t my gratious Lord. 
o^Mar, W hat deft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun* 
And footh the diuell that I warne thee from ? (fell, 

0 but remember this another day, „ 

When he fliall fplic thy very heart with forrow. 

And fay,poore Margret was a Prophetefle, 

Liue each of you, the fubieft of his hate. 

And he to you, and all of you to God. Exit* 

Haft. My haire doth ftand an end to heare her curfes- 
Riu.hnd fo doth mine, I wonder fliees at liberty ? 

Glo. I cannot blame her,by Gods holy mother, 

Shee hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done- 

1-iatt. I neuer did her any to my knowledge, 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong, 

1 was too hotte to doe fome body good. 

That is too cold in thinking on it now 1 

Marry as for Clarence, h&z is well repay dy 

c 3. He 
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The Tragedy 

He is frank vp to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them that are thecaufeofit. 

Ri.A vert nous and Chrillian-like concluGon, 

To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

Cjlo' So doe I cuer being well aduifed , 

For. had I curft, now I had curft my felfe. 

Cat/. Maddam his Maielly doth call for you : ■ 

And for your noble grace, and you my Lord. 

JVh. Catesby we come. Lords will you goe with vs ? 
Ri. Maddam, we will attend your grace. Exeunt Manet 
G/o. I doe thee wrong,aiid firfl began to braule, Gl 0 , 
1 he fccret mifehiefe that I let a broach, 

I lay vnto the greuious charge of others : 

Clarence, whom I indeed haue layd indarknefic: 

I doe beweepe too many fimple gulls: 

Namely,tO Hafiings ,Darby Buckingham, 

And fay it was the Quecne, and her allies- 
That ftrires the King againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeue me, and withal! wifh me 
To be reuenged on Riuers , Vaughan , Gray, 

But then figb, and with a peece of Scripture, 

Tell them,that God bids vs to doe good for euiJl: 

And thus I cloathe my naked villany 
.With old odde ends, Holen out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint, when moft I play the diuell. 

Tut ioftjhere . comes my executioners. Enter execution 
How now my hardy flout refolued mates, tiers. 

Are yea not going to dilpatch this deed ? 

Exe. We arc my Lord,and cometo haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted, where he is. 

G/o.lt was well thought vpon.I haue it here about me. 
When yo.u haue done, repaire to Crosbyplace, 

But firs, be (uddaine in the execution: 

Withall,obdurate ,* doe not heare him pleade. 

For Clarence is wellipokcn,and perhaps 
May moue your hearts to pity if you marke him. 
A^,Tufh,fearenot my Lord, wc will not Hand to prate, 
talkers are no good doers be affured : 

We come to vie our hands,and not our tongues. 

i. Qhlo* 
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Gle- Your eies drop milRones,when fooleseies drop tt-arcs 
1 like vou Lads, abour-youfbufinefle. txenn > 

Enter Clarence Brokenbury. 

Pro. Why lookes your Grace fo heauily to day 
( la. O I haue paft a miferablc night, 

So full of vgly fights, of gafily dreames : 

That as I ama Chriftian taithfulTman, 

I would not ipend another fiich a night, 

T hough, t were to by a world of happy dayes. 

So full of difmall terrour was the time. 

Aro.What was your dreame?! longto heare you tell it* 
Cla. Me thought I was imbarkt for'Btirgundy, 

And in my company my- brother XJlocefier, 

Who from my Cabbin tempted me to vvalke 
Vpon the hatches , there he lookes towards England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefull tithes, 

During the warres of Tor kg and Lankafler, 

That had befallen vs : as we pall along, 

Vpon the giddy footing, ofthe Hatches, 

Methought that G lot ester (tumbled and in Humbling 
Strooke me .( that thought to (lay him ) ouerboord 
Into the tumbling billowesof the maine : 

Lord, Lord, me thought- what p r aine it waSt&drowne, 
W hat dreadfull noy fe ofwater in mine eares ■, 

What afight of death within mine eyes ; 'G: 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearefull Wrackes, 

Ten thoufand men that fifhes gnawed vpon. 

Wedges of Gold , great Anchors, heapes ofPearle 
Ineflimabie Hones, vnualued Iewels- 
Somelay in dead mens ‘ culls andinanofeholes 
Where eyes did omce inhabit., there were crept 
As ifitt'were infeomeof eyes, refbeEliflg gems 
W hich wade the (limy bottome of the deepe 
And mokt the dead bones that lay fcatred by, 

Broly. Had you iuch leafure in the time of death, 

To gaze vpon the lecrets ofthe deepe ? . 

Cla. Me thought I bad : for Hill the enuious flood 
Kept in my foule , and would not let it foorth, 

Tokeepe the empty, vail, and wandring a yre, 
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But fmothred it within my panting bulke- 
Which almoft burft to belch it in the Sea. 

Trek- A waktyounot with this fore agonic 
Clar . O no, my d rea me wa s length ncd a fter life, 

0 then began the tempeft of my foule, 

Who paft ( me thought) the melancoly flood, 

With that grim ferryman which Pcets write of, 

Vnto the Kiugdome of perpctuall night : 

The firft that there did greete my ftrangers foule. 

Was my great father in law, renowned Warwick 
Who cried aloud, what fcourge for periury 
Can this darke Monarchic afford falfe Clarence ? 

And fohevaniflit: Then came wandring by, 

A fhadow like an Angell,in bright haire, 

Dabled in blood, and he fqueakt out a loud* 

C Urence is come,faHe, fleeting periurd Clarence , 

That ftabd me in the field at Tewxbary. 

Seize on him Furies, take him to your torments, 

W ith that me thought a legion of foule feinds 
Tinuironed meaboat, and houledin mine cares. 

Such hideous cries, that with the very noyi'e, 

1 trembling wakt,and fora feafon after, n 

Coupd not beleeuebut v thatl wasinhell. 

Such terribleimpreflion made the dreame. 

Z?r^-No maruaile my Lord though it affrighted you, 

3 promile ycu I am affraid to heare you tell it. 

C/a* O Brokenbury^ haue done thofe things, 

Which now beares euidence again If my foule, 
l or Edwards lake, and fee how he requites me : 

I pray thee gentle Keeper flay by me. 

My foule is heauy,and I faine would fltepc. 

Ur**. I will (my Lord,)God giue your grace good reft, 
Sorrow breakes fealons,and repofing houres 
Makes the night morning, and the noone-tide night. 
Princes.haue but their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toyle:’ 

And for vnfelt imaginations, 

I hey often feele a world of reffleflecare« 

So that betwixt your titles, and low names. 




of Richard the Third. 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murtherers enter. 

jn Gods Name what are you, and how came you hither ? 
£xe>\ wouid fpcake with Clarence > and I came hither on 
Yea, are you fo briefe ? T : my legs, 

2 Exe. O fir ,it is better to be briefe then tedious. 

Shew him your Commitfion,talke no' more. He r edits it* 
Brc. 1 am in this commanded to deliucr 
'I he noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reafon what is meant thereby, 

Becaufe I will be guiltleffe of the meaning: 

Here are the keyes there fits the Duke afleepe. 

He to his Maiefty,and certifiehis Grace, 

That thus 1 haue refignd my place to you, 

Sxe. Dcefo,it is a poynt of vvifedome. 

•a What fhallweftabhimashefleepes ? 

1 No 3 then he willfay twas dene cowardly 
When he wakes- 

2 When he wakes. 

Why foole he fliallneuer wake till theiudgement day. 

1 W hy then he will fay , we flab d himfleeping. 

2 1 he vrging ofthat word judgement, hath bred a kinde 
of remorfe in me- 

i What art afraid ? 

2 Not to kill hifrfjbaliing a warrant for it,btTt fobe damnd 
for killing him'jffohri which no warrant can defend vs- 

1 llacke to the Duke of G loceflcr , tell him fo- 

2 i pray thee flay a while, I hope my holy humour will 
change, twas wont t© Isold me but while one tould tell xx« 

1 How deft thou feele thy feife how ? , ' (me. 

Faith feme certaine dregs ofconfeience hire y eC \v ithin 

1 Remember our reward w hen the deed is done, 

2 Zounds he dies, I had' forgot the reward* 

1 Where is thy confcience now ’.'” 

2 In the Duke of G loctflers purfe.' J 

1 So when he opens his purfe to giue vs our reward. 
Thy conscience flics out. 

2 Let ltgoe, there’s few or none willentertaine it. 
i How if it come to thee againe ? 



Octavo 
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The Tragedy 

2. Jjenot. meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing. 

It makes a man a coward . A man cannot fteale, 

Tint it accufeth him, he cannot ftealebut it checks him ; 

He cannot lie with his neighbours wife but it detedls, 
Himfitis a blufhing fhamefnll fpirit that mutinies 
Iria mansbofome : itfilsone full of obftacles, 

It made meoncereftoreapeece ofgoid that I found.' 
Itbeggersanyman thatkeepies it titisturndfoutofali 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thing, and euery- 
Man that meancs to line well, and cndeaucurs to trull 
To himielfe, and liue without it. 

i • Zounds , it is euen now at my elbow, pcrfwadinr me 
Not to kill the Duke. 

3 . Take the Diuell in thy minde,and belecue'himnot. 

He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh. 

i. Tut I am rtrongin fraud he cannot preuaile ^ith me . 
1 warrant thee. 

3. Stood like a tall fellow that reipects his reputation, 
Come fhallwe to.thisgeare ? 

uTake him oner the coftard with the hilt of my Sword 
And then we willchop.him in.the Malmfey, but in the next 
3 . Oh excellent denice,make a foppe ofhim. froorre: 

1. Harke, heftirs fhalll ftrike ? 

2. No,firft lets reafon with him. CU. awake th. 

C la . YV here art thou keeper, giue me a cup of Wine. 

i - You fhall haue Wine enough, my Lord anone. 

Cla. Tn Gods Name what art thou : • 

2.Aman, as yon are- 
CU .But net as I am , royalh- 

1- Nor you as we are loyall* 

CAj.Thy voyceisthunder,but thylookes are humble. 

2- Myvoyceisnowthe Kings, my lookes mineovvne. 
CU'Mow darkely and how deadly doert thou ipeake ? 

Tell me,who areyou ? wherefore came yon hither ? 

Am , To, to , to. 

CU. To mtlrther me ? Am. /, 

C/^.You Icarce haue the heart to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot haue the heart to doe it. 

Wherein my friends haue I olfended you '< 



t. Offenc 
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of Richard the Third « 

j Offended vs yoti haue not, but the King. 

CU I fhall be reconciled to him againe, 
a NeuermyLord, therefore prepare to dye. 

CU- Are you cald forth from out a world o t men 
To flay the innocent ? what is my offence ? 

Where are the euidenceto accule me ? 

What lawfull quell hath giuen their verdiA yt> 

Veto the frowning Iudge,or who pronotinc d 
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death, 

Before I be conuidt by courfe of Law ? 

1 o threaten me with death is moft vnlawfull ; , 

I charge you as you hope to haue redemption 

By Charts deare Blood fhed for ourgrieuous unties, 

I hat you depart and lay no hands on- me, 

T heueed you vndertake is damnable , 

1 What we willdoe,wedoevponcomrnana, 

^ And he that hath commanded vs is the King* 

CAt . Erroneous vaflaile, the great King of Kings, - 
Hath in his Table of his Law commanded, _ 

That thou (bait doe no murder , and wilt thou tnert 
Spurne at his ediT, and fulfill a mans ? 

Take heed, for he holds vengeance in his hands, 
Tohurlevpon their heads that breake his law* 

2 And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee. 
For falfe forfwearing,and. for murder too t 

Thou didft receiue the holy Sacrament, 

To fight the quarrell of the houle of Lxnkaficr . 

1 And like a traytor to the name of God, 

Didrt breake that vow, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vniipt the bowels of thy foueraignes fonne, 

2 Whom thou were fworne to cherifo and defend* 

1 How canft thou vrge Gods dreadfullLawtovs, 

When thou haft broke ft in fo deare degree ? 

CU. Alaffc/or whole fake did I phat indeed ? 

For Edward got my brother, for his fake : 

Why firs, he fends you not to murder me for this. 

For in this finne he is as deepeas I, 

If God will be reuenged for this deed. 

Take not the quarrell from his powerfull arme. 



fl Mi 



The Tragedy 

He necdes no indirect nor lawfull courfc, 

To cut off thole that haue offended him* 
i Who made thee then a bloody minifies 
W hen gallant fpririg,braue Plantagenet, 

The Princely Ncuice was ftrooke dead by thee. 

Cla, My brothers Ioue, the Diuell,and my rage, 
i Thy brothers ioue, the Diuell,and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murder thee, 

Cla, Oh.it you louemy brother, hate not me, 

I amhis brother, and I leue him well : 

If you bc hirde for neede,goebacke againe, 

And 1 will fend you to my brother Cjloceflcr , 

Who will reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will for tidings of my death* 
i Y ou are deceiued,your brother Glotefler hates you. 
Cla. Oh no,he loues me, and he hold s me deare, 

Goc you to him from me. 
aim - 1 fo we will. 

C/rf.Tell him, when that our Princely father York?, 
Blefthis three fonnes with his victorious arme ; 
Andchargd vs from his foule to Ioue each other, 

He little thought of this diuided friend /hip. 

Bid Cjloeefter thinke on this,and he will weepe. 
^/w*I,millfones,as heleffoned vs to weepe.' 

Cla. O doe not flander himfor he is kind. 

1 Right as liiow in harueft, thou deceiueft thv felfe, 
I is he that lent vs hither now to murder thee* 

( /<*, It cannot be for when I parted with him 

Hehugd mem his armes, and fwore with fobs, 
inat he would labour my deliucry. 

2 Why fo he doth,now he deliuers thee, 

FiOmthis worlds thraldome, to theioyes of Heauen. 

i Makepeace with God, for you mufr dye my Lord* 
CJa , Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

I o counfell me to make my peace with Cod* 

And art thou yet to thy owne foule fo blinde, ’ 

That thou wilt war with God, for murdring me? 

Ah firs confider, he that fet you on 
To doe this deed, will hate you for this deed. 



■ 7 " 



e/Richard the Third. 

3 What {Rail we doe ? 

C/4* Relent, and laue your foules. 

3 Relent, tiscowardly, and womanifiv 
/ 74 -Not to relent, is beaftly faiiagc,and diuellifh 
Vy friends 1 fpie lomcpicty.in your iookesO- *«i 
0>) if thy eyes be not a tlatterer, ” J- uno: , : 

Come thou on my fide and mtreate forme: : - 

A bearing Prince what begger pi tries not •? 
i Uhns,and thus: if this will not feme He Hubs him 

He chop thee in the Malmefey but in the next rooms. '» 

It A bloody deed and defperately perfbrmd, : :iC T 

How faine would I like Pdate walk my harick 
Of this mod grieuous guilty murder done* 

1 Why dolt thou not helpe me ? 

By heauen the Duke (hall know how flacke thou art. 

2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I fay, 

For i repent me that theDukeisflaine. 

i So doe not I,goe coward as thou art; 

Now muft I hide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his buriall: 

And when I haue my meed I muft away. 

For this will out, and here I muft not flay. 

Enter King, Queene,Hafiixgs, Ritters, &c. 

King.So now I haue done a good dayes works 
Your Peares continue the vnited league, 

I euery day expeft an Embaffage 
From my Redemer,to redeeme me hence : 

And now in peace my foule fnall part to heauen, 

Since I haue fet my friends at peace on earth : 

Ritters and Hastings each others hand, 

Difemble not your hatred, iwcare your Ioue. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purged from grudging hate, 
And with my hand l feaie my true hearts lone. 

PI aft. So thriue Iasi fweare the like* 

Kmg. Take heed you dally not before your King, 

Leaft he that is the lnpreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden fal ehood.and award 
Eyther of yon to be the others end. 

Haft. 



Exit* 



Exeunt 
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Baft. So profper I, as I fweare perfect loue: 

Ri, And las I lout Baft mgs with my heart. 

King . Mad dam, your felfe is not exempt in this. 

Nor your fonne "Dorftt ^Buckingham .nor you. 

You haue becne factious one againft the other .• 

W ife, Ioue Lord Haftings, let him kilfe your hand. 

And what you doe, doe it vnfainedly. ' 

<ftu. Here Haftings ft will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue 1 and mine. 

■Dor/.Thusenterchange of Joue, I here proteft, 

Vpon my part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Haft. And fo I fwere my Lord. 

King. Now princely "Buckingham leale vp this league, 
With thy embracement to my wiues allies. 

And make me happy in this vnity. 

Bacft When euer Buckingham, & othtumchis hate 
On you, or yours,but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherifh you and yours, Godpunifih me 
With hate, in thole where I expert rnoft loue, 
Whcnlhauemoft needeto imploy a friend. 

And mo ft alfured that he is a trieind, 

Deepe, hollow trecherousjand full of guile 
Be he vnto me: This doe I- begge of God 
When I am cold in zeale to you or- yours* 

King. A pleating cordiall Princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow vnto my lickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Clocefter here. 

To make the perfect period of this peace. 

Enter Glocefter. 

Buck. And in. good time here comes the noble Duke, 
Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Qucene, 
And princely Peares, a happy time of day. 

..King, Happy indeed as we hauefpent the day. 

Brother we hauedone deeds of charity : 

Made peace of emnity/aire loue of hate, 

Betweene the fe levelling wrong inlcenfed Peares. 

Glo. A bleiled labour moft foueraigne Liege, 

Amongft this Princely heape,if any here 
By falle intelligence, or wrong furmife. 

Bo 1 ' 



of Richard the Third. 

Hold me a foe, if I vnwittingiy or in my ragej 
Haue thought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence , I delire 
1 o reconcile me to his freindly peace, 

Tis death'to me to be at emnity, 

1 hate it and defire all good mens loue* 

Firrt Maddam I intreat peace of you , 

Which I purchace with my dutious ieruice* 

01 you my noble : con fen Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lod’gd betweene vs. 

Of you my Lord Riuers , and Lord Gray of you , 

That all without e’efart haue fround on me. 

Dukes, Earles, Lords-, Gentlemen, indeed of a!T~ 

Ido not know that Englifhman aliue* 

With whom my loule is any iotteat oddes. 

More then the infant that is borneTo night : 

I thanke my God for my humility, 
flu. A holy day fhall this be kept hereafter, 

I would toGod all ftrife were well compounded,' 

My foueraigne leige I dobefeech your Maiefly : - c ' ft 
To take our brother Clarence, to your grace* ; y 

Glo . Why Maddam, haue I offered loue for this, 
Tobethusfcorndin this royall prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke isdead ? 

You doe him iniury to fcorne hiscoarie-. ( he is ? 

Ri. W ho knowes not he is dead; who knowes 
fly. All feeing heauen , what a world is this ? ' 

Buc. Looke I lo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft 
Dor. I my good Lord and nonein this prefence 
But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. 

Kin. IsClarence dead ? the order was reuerft. 

Glo • But He poore foule by oiir firft order dide, - 
And that a winged Mercury did beare, 

Sprne tardy criple bore the countermannd-, 

Tbet came too lagge to fee him burled : 

God granite that iome lelfe noble and leffe loyal?, - 
Neererm bloody thoughts,but not in blood : 

Lefeiue not worfe then wretched Clarence did, 

As.d yet goe currant from fufpiuon* Enter Darby . 





The Tragedy 

Dar.k boone (my foueraigne) for my feruicedone, 

Kin. I pray thee peace my foil le i s full of forrovv. 

Dar. I will not rife vnleflc your highnefle grant. 

Kin. Then fpeakeat once, what is it thou demanded ? 
Dar. The forfeit (Soueraige) of my feruants life. 

Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attending on the Duke oiNorffolke, 

Kin. Hauc I a tongue to dome my brothers death, 
Andfhall thefame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brother flew no man, hi,s fault was nought. 

And yet his punifriment was erueli death. , ! 

Who fued to me for him? who in my cage,. 

Kneeldat my fecte,and bad me beaduifde ? 

Whofpakc of brother-hood, who of loue ? . . 

Who told me how the poorc foule did fbrfake 
The mighty apd did 

W ho told me in tfie field at fewxbury, 

When 0*/Whad me downp herefeued me. 

And fay d deare brother liue and be a King ? c ' o 

W ho told me when we both lay in the field ; 6 if 

Frozen almofl to -death^how heiapt me .... V -j, • 1 
Euen in his ovyne armes, and gaue himlelfe 
AH thinncand naked tothenumbecold : night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrat h 
Sinfully pluckt,aqd not a man ofyou . > < } ■ . 

Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

„ But when your carters or yourwaytingvairailes 
Haue done a drunken (laughter, and defac’d 
The precious Image of our deareft Redeemer, 

You fluigh^ are on your knees for pardon, pardon ' ; 

And I vniuftiy too,mnft grant it youi: 

But for my brother not a man would fpeake. 

Nor I (vngraciousj lpeakevntomy felfe. 

For him poore foule; . the proudert one you all - ; o,. 
Haue beene beholding to him in his, lift ^r[ ooj orcr' • 

Y et none ofyou Wquld once pleade tor his life s 
Oh God, I feare thy iuftice will take hold 
On me, and you,and mine,and yours for this. ( Exit, 

Come //^<»g^,helpe me to my cloiet, oh poove Clarence, 1 
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of Richard the Third. 

■ 67o. This is the fruit of rawneffe : marke you not 
yjfow that the guilty kindred of the Oueene y 
Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death - 
Oh, they did vrge it Hill vnto the Kmg, 

Cod will reuenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt « 

Enter Dutches of Torke y n>itb Clarence C hildren. 

Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead ? 

Dtf/.No Boy. ( breaft >. 

Boy . Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 
Andcry, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

GirleKNhy doe you looke on vs and (hake your head ? 
And call vs wretched , Orphanes,caftawaies, 

If that our noble Father be aliue ? 

Dut • My pritty Cofens you miftake me much, 

I do lament the ficknefle of the King : 

As loth to Ioofe him now your Fathers dead : 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft* 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncle is too blame for this t 
God will reuenge it, whom 1 will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effe<ft. 

TW.Peace Children peace,the King doth loue you ivell^ 
Incapable and Shallow inocents. 

You cannot gefte who cauled your Fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can : for my good Vncle GloceFler * 
Told me , • the King prouoked by the flueene y 
Deuis’d impeachments toimprifonhim : 

And when he told me fo he wept. 

And hugd me in his armes, and kindly kift my cheekes, - 
And bad me relie on him as one my Father, 

And he would loue me dcarely ashisChilde. 

Dut .Oh that deceit fhould fteale luch gentle fhapes. 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is my fonne yea and therein my fhame : 

; et from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy, Thinke you my Vncledid diflemble, Granam ? 

Diet. I Boy: 

%• I cannotthinke it, harke, what noyfe is this ? 



Vv. 



NATIONAL LIBRARY OF SCOTLAND (Bute.514) OctaVO 



The Tragedy 

Enter the Quee^e. 

jfvaAWhofhall hinder me to waile and weeps;, 
Tocbidemy fbrtune,arid torment my felfe? 

3 le ioyne with bJaclte defpaire againft my felfe. 

And to myfelFe become an enemy* 

Dtit. What meanes thisiceaneof rude impatience?- 
T o make ah aft of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord,your fonne, our King, is dead. 

Why grow the branches,now the rooteis wither d' 
Why wither not the leaues,the lap being gone ? 

Ifyou vvill liue, lament:' if dye,bebriefe : 

That our fwift winged foulesmay catch the Kings, . 

Or like obedient fubiefts,follow him. 
i o his new Kingdome of perpetuall reft.- 
2 > tit . Ah 10 much intereft haue I in thy forrow, 

Asl had title in my noble husband : 

1 haue bewept a worthy husbands death. 

And liu’d by looking on his image: 

But now two mirrours of his Princely femblance. 

Are craft ift pieces by malignant-death. 

And I for comfort haue but one falfe glaffe. 

Which grieues me when I fee myilramein him, 
i hou art a widdow,yet thou art a mother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee.: 

But death hath fnatchi my children from mine armes, 
And pluft two crutches from my feeble limmes, , 
Edward , and Clarence ,0 what caufe' haue I, 

_Then,being but moity of my felfe, ‘ 

To ouergoe thy plaints, and drowne thy cries ? 

Eoj 9 (l>c ©d aunt, you -wept not for my fathers death, 
aow can we ayd you with our kindreds teares ? 

C.-r/. Our fatherlefle diftrefle was left vrimoand, 
xour widojves dolours likewifc be vnwept> 

<£&Giue me no helpein lamentation. “ 

! amnot barren to bring forth laments, 

All fprtngs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
ihat I being gouernd by the watry Moone, 

MSy fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world: 

Oh my husband for my heire Lord - Edward, 

■ 
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of Richard the Third. 

rfrnbo, Oh for our father for our deare Lord Clarence. 

Vat- Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 

<9#. What ftay Had I but Edward, and he is gone ? 
c 2nsba. What ftay had we but Clarence, and he is gone ? 
Vut. What ftay had I, but they,and they are gone ? 
«*.\Vaseuer widow, had fo deare a Ioffe ? . 

%hbt . Was euer Orphanes had lo dearea Ioffe? 
D^f.Waseuer mother had a dearer Ioffe 
piaffe I am the motherof thefemoanes. 

Their woes are parceld ,- mine are generail : 

She for Edward weepes,and fo doe I ; v , 

J for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not fhe : 

Thcfe babes for Clarence weepe and fo doe 
I for an Edward weepe,and fo doe they, 

Alas, you three on me threefold diftreft. 

Povvre all your teares ,1 am your forrows nurfe, 

And 1 will pamper it with lamentations. Glocefier 

G/d.Maddam haue comfort ,all of vs haue caufe v>tth 

To waile the dimming of our {Lining ftarret others : 

But none can cure their harmes by wayling them, 

Maddam my motherj doe cry you mercy, 

I didnot fee yorGrace,humbly on my kneeS 
I craue your blefling . . , 

But. God bleffethee,and put meekeneffe inthyrrunae. 
Loue, charity, obedience, ana true duty.' 

Glo. Amen, make me to dye a good old man, 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blefling;, 

I maruell why her Grace did leaue it out ! 

A#c,You cloudy Princes, and heart iorrovvin^Pearefi Ty 
That beare this Mutual! heady lbade of rnoaue, 1 f 0 
Now cheare each other in each others lone. 

Though we haue fpent our harueft for this King, 1 

We are to reape the harueft of hisfofihe : 

The broken rancour ofyonr high fwolne hefttSj 
Butlaftly fplinted 1 , knit, add ioyndLogether, 

Mu ft greatly be prefernd ,cherifht,and kept, , ' * n* 

Meleemethgood that with fome little trainey 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetcht 
Hitherto Londomo be Crownd our King* 

E 2 GlOr 



The T raged 'y 

<j!o> Then be it To : and goe we to determine 
Who they fhall be that ftraight Otall port to Ludlow ? 
Maddam^and ^ou my mother will you goe. 

To giue your icnfures in this waighty bufineffe- 
-Anft With all our hearts* Exeunt Manet Glo.Bue t 
Buc> My Lord, who euer Iourneyes to the -Prince., , 
For Gods fake let not vs two be behind ; 

For by the way ilefort occafion. 

As index to the ftory we lately taikt of, 
i o part the Queenes proud kindred from the King j 
Glo. My other felfe, my counfels confiftory 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my deareCofin : 



I like a child will goe by thy dire&ion : 

Towards then, for we will not flay behind; 

Enter two Citizens. 

1 Neyghbourwell met,vvhether a way fo fall ? 

a I " " ' *■ '•*' “ 



E.W, 




i Bad new s birla d y,feIdome comes better, 

3 feare,I feare,twill proue a troublefome world. Eater 
3 Cit- Good morrow neyghbours- another 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death ? 
i It doth*. 3 Then mailers looke to fee a troublefome 
i No,no,by Gods grace his fonne fhall raigne, (world. 
3 Wo to that land thats gouernd by a child. 

3 In him there is hope of gouernment. 

That in his nonage, counfell vnderhim. 

And iabisfull ripened! yeares himfelfe. 

No doubt fhall then, and till then gouerne welL 
x So flood the cafe when Henrie the fixt 
Was crownd at-T ow, but at nine moneths old; 

3 Stood the ftate fo ; no good my friend not fb, 

For then our Land was tamoufly ipricht 
With politicke graue cquqfell : then the King 
Had vertuous vncles to protect his Grace. 

3 So hath this,both by the father and mother. 

3 Better it were they all came by the fat her, 

Oi«by the father there were npne at alii 

’ > ' ' ‘ F 0 i ; 





company. -bxeur. 
e y ffiweene , young 2'orke ,■ 
It Northampton} 
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c/Richard the 7 bird? 

c nr emulation now, who fhall be earneft, 

W hich touch vs all too neereif God preuent not 
Oh full of danger is theDuke of G beefier. 

And the Queenes kindred haughty and proud,. 

And were they to be rulue, and not rul^-. 

This fickly Land-might folace as before; 

2 Come,come,we feare the worffall fhall be well 
, When clouds appeare,wife men put on their 

^yhen oreatleaues fall,the winter is at hand 
When the Sunnefets, who doth not lcoke for nig 
Vntimely ftormes makes them expe& a dearth : 

All men be well: but if God fort it lo, 

Tis more then we deferue,or I expect, 
x Tniely the foules of men are full < 

Yea cannot almofl realon with a man 
That lookes not heauy and full of fea 
3 Before the time of change flill it is fo. 

By a dinine inflinft mens mindes miftrufl ' 

Enfuing dangers ,as by proofc we fee. 

The waters fwell before a boyflrous ftorme. 

But leaue it all to God : whether away ? 
a We are fent for to the Iuftice. 

3 And fo was I, ilebeareyou 
Enter Cardinal, Dutches of York 
Car. Laft night I heare thev lay 

At Stony -fir afford will they be to 
To morrow or next day will they be here- 
Dut.l long with all my heart to fee tl - 
3 hope he is much growne finee I laft fa 
J>*.BntI heare no, they fay my fonne 
Hath ouertane him in growth. 

Tor. I mother, but I would not haue it 
I>#f.Why myyoungcoufin,itis gooc 
Tor. Gramm, one night as we did fit atl'upper. 
My Vnclel^fiM taikt how I did grow 
More then my brother, I quoth my Vncle Glo. 
Small hearbes haue grace,great weeds gro 
And fince my thinkes I would not grow fo 
Becaufe fweet flowers are flovv,and weeds 

E a 



Dm?* 
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The Tragedy 

' Dut.G ood faith,good faith: the faying did not hold, 

In him that did obieft the fame to thee : 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was young , 

So long a growing and fo leafurely, 

That if this were a rule he fhouid be gracious. 

Car. WhyMaddam, fo no doubt heis. 

Tut. 1 hope fo too but yet let Mothers doubt, 

Tor. Now by my troth if I hadbeene remembred, 

I could haue giuen my Vncles grace a flout, ( mine] 
That fhouid haue neerer toueht his growth then he did 
.How my pietty Torke : I pray thee let meheareit. 
Tor. Marry they (ay, that my Vnclegrew fo fall. 

That he could gnawacruft.at two houresold^ 

Twas full two yeares ere I could get atootb. 

Gramm, this would haue beene a pritty ieft. 

Tut. I pray thee pritty Torke , who told thee fo 
Tor. Granam , his Nurfe. 

Tut. Why (he was dead ere thou wert borne- 
Tor. If tvvere not fhe,I cannot tell who told me. 

A perilous hoy, .go too thou art too fhrewd. 

Car, Good Maddambe not angry with the child- 
Slu. Pitchers hath eares. Enter Torfet , 

Car. Heere comes your Tonne, Lotd Marqu es.porfet, 
.Wbattfewes Lord Marques ? 

•ZV.Such ncwes my Lord,as griues me to vnfold. 
^ 5 -How fares the Prince ? 

.£>«■■ .Well Maddam, and in health : 
iCW.Whacis the nevvesthen ? 

Tor. Lord Ritters, and Lord Gray, are fent to Pomfret, ] 
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan t prifoners. 

Tut. Who hath committed them ? 

Tor. The Mighty Dukes Glocefler and Buclyngham. 
Car . For what offence? 

Tor, The lumme of all lean, I haue difclofed : 

Why or for what thefe Nobles were committed, 
all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

^5-Ay me, I fee the downefall of our Houfe, 

The Tiger now hath feazd the gentle Hinde : 

Inliilting tyrany begins to iet. 

• V 
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Vnort the innocent and lawleffe throane: - 
Welcome deftruftion, death, and maflacre, 

I fee as in a Map the end of all- . 

Dut. Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling dayes. 
How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband loft his life to get the Crowne, 

And often vpand downe my tonnes were toft. 
For me to ioy and weepe were gaine and lofle. 
And being featedand domefticke broyles 
Cleane ouerblowne,themfelues the conquerours 
Make war vpon themfelues , blood againft blood, 
Selfe againft felfe,0 prepoftrous 
And franticke outrage, end thedamned Ipleene, 
Or let me die to looke on death no more. 
gu> Come.come,my boy, we will to Sanctuary- 
But. lie goe along with you. 

<?».You haue no caufe, 

"far. My gracious Lady, goe- 
And thither beare yourtreafure and your goods- 



For my part,ilerefigne vnto your grace. 

The feale I keepe,and fo betide to me. 

As well I tender you, and all yours t _ 

Come, ile conduct you-to the San&uary. Exeunt 1 

The T rumyets fomd.Enter young Prince , Duke of 
glocefier } and Buckingham ,Cardinall t & c. 

Buc. Welcome fweet Prince to London,to your chamber*. 
Glo. Welcome fweet Gofen.my thoughts foueraigne : 
The weary way hath made you melancholy-. 

Prin. No Vncle, but ourcrolfesonthe way, 

Hath made it teadious, wearyfome and heauy, 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me, 

G’/«. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertueof your yeares,, 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 

No more can you diftinguifn of a man. 

Then of his outward fhew,which God he knowes, 
Seldomeor neuer iumpeth with the heart : 

Thofe vncles which.you want were dangerous, 

Y our Grace attended to their fugred words, 

.But lookt not on the poyfon oft their hearts ; 







I 



4 



The Tragedy 

God keepe you from them^nd from fuch falfe friends.’ 
Prin, God lieepe me from falfe friends, but they werenone 
Glo. My Lord, the Maior of London comes togreete you. 
Enter Lord Maior. (daiet. 

Lo*Ma. God bleffe your Grace, with health and happy 
Prin. I thanke you good my Lord, and thankc you all 
I thought my mothcr,and my brother Y 0 rke, 

W ould long ere this haue met vs on the way : 

Fie what a flug is Hafiings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no* Enter 

'Ehc. And in good time here comes the fweating Lord, ' 
Prin .Welcome my Lord ; what, will our mother come ? 

On.what occafionGodheknowes,not T : 
ihe Qpcene your mother, and your brother Pork? 

Hath taken Sanftuary: The tender Prince 
W ould f aine come with me to meete your Grace, 
dBut by his mother was perforce with held. 

Buc. Fie, what an indireel and peeuiih courfe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinally will your Grace 
Perfwade the Qucene to fend the Duke of Yorks 
Vntohis Princely brother prefently ? 

If'lhee deny. Lord Hastings goe with them. 

And from her iealous armes,piticke him perforce, 
tar .My Lo-ot Buckingham ,if my weake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke 
Anon expedl him here: butiffhe be obdurate 
To milde intreaties,God forbid 
W e iHould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Ot blelfed Sanctuary: not for all this Land, 

W ould I be guilty of fo great a finne, 

Bac. You are too fenceleffe obftinatc my Lord 
‘ oo ceremonms and traditionall : 

VV eigh it but with the greatneffe of his age. 

You breakenot San&uary in feazing him : 

The benefit whereof i s alwayes granted 
, * , r ' dealings haue delerued theplace. 

And thofe who haue the wittoclaime the place 
i ‘ n , s ^ nnc c h « h neyther claimed it,nor deferuedit, 
ar $ tnerefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 



of Richard the Third. 

Then take him from thence that is not there. 

You breake no priuiledge nor Charter there : 

Oft haue 1 heard of San&uary men, 

•Rur San&uary children neuer till now . 

B Car M'S Lord, you Hull ouer-rule my mind for once ? 
Come one Lord yon s<*w.t une > 

jdaSld goe my Lord. , V a * ’ 

Prin. Good Lords make all thefpeedy haft you may * 

Say Vncle floceficr, if our brother come, _ 

Where (hall we foiourne till our Coronation ? 

Glo. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royal! iclfs - 
If I may counfell you fome day or two 
Your highneffe (hall repofe you at the Tower : 

Then wereyou plcafe as fhall bethought molt n£ 

For your beft health and recreation- 
Prin. I doe not like the Tower of any place. 

Did lulliHs Cafer build that place my Lord 1 
Buc.Uedid my gracious Lord begin that place. 

W hich fince fucceeding ages haue reedified. 

Prin. Is it vpon record or elfe reported 
SucceiTiuely from age to age,he built it ? 

Buc. Vpon record my gracious Lord. _ 

Prin. But fay my Lord it were not regifterd. 

Me thinkes the truth fliould Hue from age to age. 

As t’wereretaild to all pofterity, 

Euen to the generall ending day. 

Glo. So wile, fo young, they fay do neuer Hue long* 
'J^'w.Whatfay you Vncle ? 

Glo . I fay without Carafters fame Hues long ? 

That like the formall vice, iniquity , 

I moralize two meanings in one word." 

Prin, That lull us Caj'er was a famous man. 

With what his valour did inrich his wit. 

His wit fet downe to make his valour liue s 
Death makes no conqueft of his conquerour. 

For now he Hues in fame though not in life : 

He tell youwhat,my Coufen Buckingham* 

Buc. What my gracious Lord ? 

Prin. And if I Hue vntill I be a man- 

F Ik 
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j he Tragedy 

He winne ourancient right in Tr*w>againe,' 

Or dye a fouldier as I liu’d a Kin®, 

Glo. Short fummers likely haue a forward fprincv 
Enter young T otke ,11 a flings, Car din all. 

3uc . Now in good time,heerc comes the Duke of?*, 
Erin. Richard of Forks howfares our noble brother : 
Tor, Well my deare Lord : fo muft I call you now J. 
Priail brother to our gricfe , as it is yours : 

Too late he died that might haue kept this Title 
.Which by his death hath loft much maiefly, * ■ 
Gh, How faires our coufen noble Lord oiTorh- 
r thanke you gentle 'Vncle ; O my Lord ' 

V ou laid that idle weeds are fall in growth ; 

1 he Prince my brother hath ouer, growne mefarre. 

Cj lo. Hee hath my. -Lord*.- • 

For. And therefore is he idle ? ' 

Glo. Oh toy fairecoufen I muft notfay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then I. 
Glo. He may command me as my fouerafonc. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman.° 

7 °f' 1 P ra y you vncle giue me this Dagger 
Glo. My Dagger little couleR ; withall my heart. 
Frut. A begger brother ? 

Tor. Of my kind Vncle that I know will glue 
And being but a toy which isnogift, to -due 
Gif A greater gift then that lie giue my coufen. 

or. A greater gift , Q thats the Sword to it. 

Glo. 1 gentle coufen were it light enough. 

Tor. O then 1 fee you will part but with light gifts 
in weightier things youlc fay a begger nay. &§> 

Glo. Itisto weighty for your grace to weare. 

Ur. I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Tor 7° u . ha ue my .weapon-little Lord . 

®::Hr ? d ^Se.‘ tokeyouas ^ UMl1 - 

Prm. My L of TV*, will ftili becrofTe in talke : 

' Tor yT 8raCC ^ no . wes how to beare with him. 

ou mea ne to beare me , not to beare with me'- 
yncle 3 my brother roockes both you and me. 



cf Richard the Third. 

p^aufe that I am little like an Ape. 

Knkesttat you Ihould beare me one your fliouldors. 

" $ uC with what a fharpe prouidcd withe reaions, 

To mitigate the fcorne he giues his vncle, 
u,nretelv and aptly taunts htmfelfe: 

2S a "d fo young is wonderfull. 

Glo . My Lo. wilt pleale you pafle along . 

My fdfe and my good coufin Buckingham, 

VV ill to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 
TV.Whatwilfyou go vnto the Tower my Lord; 

TrinMy Lord protedlor will haue it lo. 

Tor. I fhall not fleepe in quiet at the 1 ower* 

Glo. Why what fhould you feare ? 

Tor. Marry my vnclcClarence angry gholt ; 

Mvgranam told me,he was murdred there. 

Pm A feare no vncles dead. 

G/tf. Nor none that liue, I hope. 

p rt n. And if they liuc,I hope I need not feare. 

Butcomc my Lord, with a heauy heart 
Thinking on them,goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Erin .Tor. Hall. Dor. M, anet B-QyBue, 
B«c.Thinkeyou my L. this little prating Tor kg, 

Was not incenced by his fubtile mother , 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioully ? 

Glo . No doabt,no doubt, O tis a perlous boy, 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward ,capable. 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe. 

Well let them reft: come hither Cate shy, 

Thouart fworn as deeply to effeft what weintend 
As clolely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd vpon the way : 

W bat thinkeft thou, is it not an eafie matter 
To make William L. Wallings of our mind. 

For the inftalment of this nobleDuke, 

In the fcatc royall of this famous lie ? 

Cat, He for his fathers fake lb loues the Prince, 

That he-willnot be wonne to ought againft him. 

Sue. What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will he ? 

XT T 1 . *• 
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, The Tragedy 

Cat- He will do all in all as Hayings doth. 

Buc. W ell then no more but this: 

Go gentle Catesby^ and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Haflings, how he ftands affeded 
Vnto our purpofe, Ifhe be willing, 

Encourage him and fhewhimall ourreafons? 

If he be leaden, icy ,cold vnvvilling, 

Be thou fo too and fo breake off your talke 4 
And giuc vs notice of his inclination, 

For we to morrow hold deuided counfels 
Wherein thy felfe fhall highly be imployed. 

Gl o. C ommend me to XJWiUiatujxM him Cates by 
His ancient knot ofdangerousaduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pemfret Cattle, 

And bid my friend s for ioy of this goodnewes,'* 

Giuc gentle Mis Shore one gentle kifie the more* 

Buc. Good Catesby effe&tfais bufineffe foundly. 

Cat, My good Lords both : with all the heed I may,' 

Glo. Shall we heare from you Catesby ere vve fleepe ? 

Cat. You fhall my Lord. Exit Catesby. 

Glo .ht Crosby place there (Ball you find vs both. 

Buc. Now my Lord, what fhall we doe if we perceiue 
U illtam Lord Ha flings v/i\\ not yeild to our complots? 

G/o.Chop pffhis head man, fome what we will doe. 
And looke when I am King, claime thou of me 
The Earledome of Herford and the mooueablcs, 

W hereof the King my brother flood pofleft. 
i>w.Ileclaime that promile at your hands. 

Glo. And looke to haue it yealded with willingnefle. 
Come let vs fup betimes, that afterwards 
vve may digeft out complots in fome forme Exeunt* 
Enter a me finger to Lord Haft in? s, 

Meft, What ho my Lord. 

HaTt. Who knocks at the doore ? 

f&f ^effengerfrom the Lord Stanley,. Enter Lo.Haft. 

Haft. Whatsa Clocke ? 

Mejf. Vpon the ftroke offoure. 

H A fr ? nno i th X “after fleepe the tediousnight ? 
u fhould feeme by that I haue to fay .• 

Firfl 



a/Richard the Third. 

_■ n co mmends him to your noble Lordthip' 

» £ And then. Me f. And then he fends yon word 

He dreamt to night , the Boare had caft his helme : 

Ttefules he fa yes, there are two counfels held. 

And that many be deternined at the one, . 

wi- ir'h may make you and him to rew at the othes 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordfhips pleafurc 
If prefently you will tike horfe with him. 

And with all fpeed poft into the North, 

To fliun thedanger that his foule diuines* 

Haft, Good fellow goe returne vnto my Lord, 

Bid him not feare the federated counfels ; 

His honour and my felfe are at the one. 

And at the other is my feruant Catesby i 
Where nothing can proceed that touchetn vs. 

Whereof I {half not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are (hallow, wanting infancy; 

And for his dreames,I wonder he is fofond 
Totruft the mockery of vnquiet Cumbers- 
To flie the Bore before the Bore perfues vs. 

Were toincence the Boare to follow vs. 

And make purfuit where he did meane to chafe ; 

Go bid thy mafter rife and come to me. 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he fhall fee the Boare will vs kindly, 

Meg My gracious Lord,ile tell him what you fay. Exit.- 
Enter Catesby to Lord Haflings . 

Cat. Many good morrows to my noble Lord. 

Haft, Good morrow Catesby : you are early ftirring, 
Whatnews,what news, in this our tottering ftate ? 

Of. It is a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And I beleeue twill neuer ftand vpright 
Till Richard weare the Garland oftheRealme* 

Haft. How ? weare the Garland? doft thou meane the 
Cat. I my good Lord. (Crowne ? 

Haft. Me hauethis crowne of mine cut from my* fhoul- 
Ete 1 will fee the Crowne fo foule mifplaft ; (ders. 

But canft thou guefle that he doth ay'me at it ? 

Of, Vpon' my UfemyL.and hopes to find you forward 

F s Vpon 
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Vpon his party for the gaine thereof, 
iAf>d thereupon he fends you this good ncwst 
That this fame very day, your enemies, 

Tiie kindred of theQueene,mu(l dye at Pomfret i 
Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for this news, 
Becauiethey hauebeeneftill mine enemies: 

Butyd^at iie giue my voyce on Richards fide. 

To mtrremy matters heires in true defeat, 

God knows I will not doc it to the death* 

LW.God keeps your Lordfhip in that gracious mind. 
Haft. But I fhalllaughatthis a twelmonth hence 
That the^ who brought me to my matters hate, 

I liue to Jooke vpon their tragedy: 

I tell thee Catesby . Cat. What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fome packing that yet thinkes not one it* 

Cat.Tis a vile thing to dye my gracious Lord 
When men are vnprepard,and Iooke not for it* 

Haft, O monftfous,monftrous,and fbit fals out 
W l'th R titers ^Vaughan, G ,and fotyviU doe 
With fome men elfe, who thmke themfelues asfafe 
As thousand I,who as thou knowft are deare 
To Princely Richard , and to Buckingham. 

The Princes botli make high account of you 
For they accounthisheadvpo.il the bridge- 
Haft . l know they, doand l haue.yyell deferud it. 

Enter Ltrd Stanley. 

What my L* where is your Boarc-fpeare man? 

Fcarc .you the Borland goe you fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My L* good morrow : good morrow Catesby : 
You may iert on, but by the holy Rood, 

I doc not like tbefe feuerall counfels* 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as deare as you doe yours, 
And neuer in my life I doe protett, 

V Vasit more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinkeyou but that I know our ttate fecure, 

T would be fo triumphant as lam? 

Stan. The lord s at Pomfret when they, rode from Lends*, 
Were iocund.and liippofd their ftates was furc, 

- And 
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of Richard the Third . 

And indeede hadnocaufeto miftruft : 

Buvyet you fee how foone the day orecaft, • 

This fudden fcab of rancor I mifdoubt, 

Pray God I fay, I proue aneedleffecoward. 

But come my Lord fhall we to the T ow er ? 

Haft. I go but flay, heare you not thenewes ? 
This day thole men you talke of are beheaded, 

5/^. They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue a ecu fed them weare their hats: 

But come my. L. let vs away . Exit.L . S t antey i & C at * 

Haft \ Go you before He follow prefently* 

Enter Haftings a Turftnant. 

Haft. Well met Haftings^oEftotz the World with thee? 
Par .The better that it pleafe your good Lordttiip to aak? 
Jlaft. I tell theefellow, tis better with me now, 

1 hen-when I met thee laft where now we meete 
Then was t going prifoner to the Tower. 

By the fuggeftion ofthe Quecnes alies : 

But now I tell thee ( keepeictothyjelfe ) 

This day thofe- enemies are put to death. 

And I in better ttate then euer I was* 

Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content^ 
iLjjLGramercy Hastings ^ hold fpend thou that* 

He giues him hispurfe . 

Pur. God faue your Xordfhip.Lar/f .p«r. Enter aPrieft. 
Haft. What Sir Iohn, youarewell met : 

I am beholding to you for your laft dayes exercife : 

Come the next Sabbath, and 1 will content yovi.Hewhtfpers 
Enter Buckingham. ( in his cares 

BucJAovj now Lord Chamber laine, what talking with a 
Yourfriends at Pomfret theydoeneed the Prieft* (Pricftr 
Your Honour hath no ttriuing workein hand* 

Haft. Good faith,- and when I met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into- my minde * 

What, go you to the ToWer my Lord ? 

Buc. 1 do,butlong I fhall not flay, 

1 fhall returns before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft. 1 is like enough for I ftay dinner there* 

■£»#*And fupper too although thou knoweft it net - 





The Tragedy 

Come fliall we goe along ? 

Enter Sir Richard Ratliff e l with the Lord Liner; 
Gray and V an gb an, fr if oners 
Rat. Gome. bring forth the prifoners. 

I'm . Sir Richard Ratlife, let me tell thee this : 

To day thou (halt behold a fubieft die. 

For truth for duty and for loyalty. 

Gray- God kccpcthe Prince from all the packe of you : 
A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers* 

Rin. O Pomfertfomfret. O thou bloody prifbn., 
Fatall and ominous to noble Peaies : • \ •. 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walle s 
Richard the fecond heere was hackt to death : 

And for more flaunder to thy difmall foule. 

We giue thee vp our guiltlefle blood to drinke* 

Gray. Now Elf fir greys curfe is falne vpon our heads, 
For (landing by, when Richard dabd her fonne . 

■flw.Then curft fhe Haftingsftasxt curd flic Buckfnghm., 
Then curft fhe Richard. Q remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as novv for vs. 

And for my filler and herprincely fonne : 

Befatisfied deare God with our true bloods* 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftly mud be fpiit. 

i?^f.Come,come,difpatch,the limit of your liues is out, 
Rist. Come Gray, comcHaugham, let vs all iiftbrace 
And take our Ieaues vntill we meete inbeauen. .Exeunt! 
Enter the Lords to court fell . 

EIaftM.fi Lords’ at once , the caule why we are met, 
Isto. determine of the Coronation. 

In Gods Name lay when is this royall day ? 

Bttc. Are all things fitting for that royall time]? 

T>ar. It is, , and yet in nomination. 

Bifh * To morrow then, I gefle a happy time. 

Buc. Who knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein? 
Who is mod inward wich the noble Duke ? ( his.mirid 

Bifij.MVhy. you my L. me thinks you fliould fooned know 
Bttc . Who I my Lord ? we know each others faces : 
But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine. 

Then I of yours i nor I no more of his,then you of mine, . 
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Lord Hafiings, you and he are neere in loue • 

Hafi . I thanke his grace, I know he loues me well ? 

But for his purpofe in the Coronation 
I haue not founded him , nor he dcliuered 
His graces pleafure any way therein : 

But you my Lord may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behaife lie giue my voyce. 

Which I prefume-he will take in good part. 

S j^.Nowingood time heerecomes the Duke himfelfe. 

. Enter (flocefter. 

Git. My no6le Lord, and coufens allgood morrow, . 
1 haue beene long a fleepe , but now I hope 
Myabfence dothnegleft no great defigncs, 

Which by my prefence might haue beene concluded. 

’Bttc. Hid not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
William L . Hastings had.no w pronound your part : 

I meane your voyce from Crowning of the King, 

Glo • Then my L . Hastings, no man might be bolder? 
His Lordftiip knowes me-wel^and loues me well* 

Haft, I thanke your grace* 

Git. My Lora of Elte. 

Biftr. My Lord. O 

Glo. When I was lad in Holborne, 

Ilaw good drawberies in you Garden there, 

I dee befeech you fendior fome of them. 

Bifh. I goe my Lord* 

Glo . t oufen Buckingham, a Word with ymi : 

Catesky hath founded P; aft mgs in ourbufinefle. 

And finds the tefty Gentleman fo hote. 

As he will loofe hi? head ere giue content, 

Hismaiders fonne as worfhipfull he termesit. 

Shall loofe the royalty of Englands Throane. 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my A. lie follow ym.Ex.Glo. 
Dar.VJe haue not yet fet downe this day of triumph. 
To morrow in mine opinion is too foone : * 

For I my felfe am: not fo well prouided. 

As elfe I would be , were the day prolonged. 

. . Enter the Bijhop of Eli e, Ifberries. 

^•Where is my L. P well or } lhaue fent for thefe draw, 

G Baft, 
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Ilafi. His gf5ca,}<£0^;j^gm^ <&* 

Theres fojpe conceit or btbe* -Jik^ahim well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpinc 
I thinke there isneuer a man in Chriftendome, ^ 

That can leffc bide his lone or hate then he ; 

For by his face ftraight (hailyQU knoyohis heart. 

T>ar. Whato,fhis heart pe^eiwe.yoo in his Fac^f.i 
By any likelihood he (hewed to daiy? ' • r o 'i ■ ; 

Marry that, with no man heere he is -offended. 
For if he were , he would haue.fhewde it in his face. 
X>4t. Ljx^apy ^ Godh?rfe?Bot J Iffay.D!o.l sUlon \M • • 
Ent.er r. §pol ono . ' v 

Clo. I pray you aiu what do dieydefetK ®' 3 ' 

That do cpnfeiremy death, with dii^idnTplotsi : \ \ 

Of damned witchcraft, and that hauepreuaild ? 

Vpon my body ydth tl^ibhelhfli'.chafm^sr'? ; 

Haft, the render leueT;b&3fdyoxnrgracemy ; E,f6rd 
flakes me moft forwacd' in this noble- prefence. 

To doome.thc, .©(lenders whatibeuer they be S' 

I fay my Lord they haucdeferucd death, 

Glo. Then be your eyes the witneffe oftbisifl , H 
See how fcpmbewiteht, behold mine a«ke— 
is like a blafted fapling withered vp. I - 
This is that Edwards wife, that monffrous Witch/ 

Confer ted with thap har^t ftrumpet Shore’ f ; - > - - • ; ■ - 
That by their witchcraft thus haue markfed;nieS c n 1 • t 
H<iB. If they ha$ done this thing my gracious tofeb ' 
Glo. If thou Protestor of this'damned ftrumpet. . V \ 
Telft thou me of ids ? thou art a traitor- ' * ’ - r ’ •"j 

Offwith his head : Novv-by Saint Taxi, 

I will not dine today I (were, : -:.w " hi. " • 

Vncill I feethe fame 3 fomefeeit dong i ■ '' 

reft thaf loue me, eome and follow me. E xeutitsnmi 

HaJt.W o,vvp,for£«^/4W,not a whit for me. Ca. with Half. 
For 1 too fond m'igju haue. prenented this : 

Stanley did dream'- the hoare did-race lifs helme, 

5 ut * <k.fda;ndit.and; did fcorne to 'he,- 

j t0 niy footpcloth Horfe did (tumble. 

Ana itarted wueji he leo&t vpon the Tower, 

•3.vii ' O 
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/,« loth to beare me to the flanghter-houfe. 

Oh now! warrant the PrieftthatfpaketO me, 

I now repent I told the Purfikarit, ‘ 

/s twere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were butcherd. 

And I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour. 

Oh Margret y Margret y now thy heauy curfe^ 

Is lightned on poors Haflings wretched head- _ 
CW.Dilpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner t 
Make a fhort lhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Half. O momentary (late of Worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for,then for the grace of heauen s 
Who builds his hopes in the ayre of your faire lookes. 
Lines like a drunken fayler on a maft. 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the ddepe. , 

Gome Ieade me to the blocke, beare him my head* 

They fmile at me,thatlhortly (hall be dead Exeunt* 
Enter Duke of (f lecefler ,and Buckingham jin armour. 

Glo .C ome coulen,canft thou quakeatid changethy colour 
Murder thy breath in middle ofa word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert deltraft and mad with terror, 

5»c.Tut feare not me, 

I can counterfeit the deepe Traiedian, 

Speakeandlooke backe and prie oil euery fide ; 

Intending deepe fufpition gaftly lookes 
Are at myferuice like enforfed fmiles. 

And both are ready in their offices 

To grace my ftratagems* Enter Maior , 

Glo . Here comes the ftfaior 

Buc* Let me alone to entertaine him. L.Maior 

Glo. Looke to the draw-bridge there. 

Rhc. The reafon we haue Cent for you. 

Glo. Cates by ouer-looke the walles. 
iyuc. Harke,I heare a drumme. 

C/o.Looke backe defend theejhe 
. tiod and our innocency del 
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SnterCatesby yvith H Actings head. 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble tray tor. 

The dangerous' and vnfufpefted Hastings, 

Glo , So deare I lou’d the man that I muft weepe 5 

3 tooke himfos theplayneftharmelefleman. 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian: 

Looke ye my 3-ord Maior : 

] made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hiilory of all her fecret thoughts : 

So fmooth he daubd his vice with fhew of vertue. 

That his apparent open guilt omitted > y*t W 

I meane. his conuerfation with Shores wife. 

He layd from all attainder of fulpcft. 

Buc, Well, well, he was the conuertft fheltred tray tor 
That ener liu’d, would you haue imagined. 

Or almoft beleeue,were it not by great preferuation 
We liue to tell it you ? thefubtile tray tor 
Had. this day plotted in the counfell houfe. 

To murder me and my good Lord Glocefter. 

Ma. What, had he fo? 

Glo. What thinke ye we are Turkes or Infidels, 

Or thatwefhouldagainft thecourfeof Law, 

Proceed thusralhly tothe villames death. 

But that the extreame perrill of the cafe,_ 

The peace of England our perfons falcty 

Inforft vs to this execution ? 

. J/<?.Nowfaire befall you, he dderued his death. 

And you my good Lords both, haue well proceeded, 

To warne falfe traytors from the like attempts: 

3 neuer lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Miftris Shore * 

glo, Yethad not we determind he fhoulddye 
Vntill your Lord fliip came to fee his death. 

Which now the longing ha ft of thefe our friends 
Somewhat againft our meaninghaue preuented, 
Becaufemy Lord, we would haue had you heard 
The traytor fpeake, and timeroufly confelfe 
The manner and the purpofe of his treafon. 

That you might well haue fignified .the.fame 
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ffUicfiard the Third, 

Vntothe Citizens, who happily may 

vtifronfture vs in him. and waile his death* 

good lord your gracious word toll fcrue 
&, well, as if I had feene or heard him fpeake * 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both,- 

Butile acquaint your dutious Citizens 

With all your iuft proceedings in this cale. 

Glo. And to that end we wifht your Lordfhip here, 

To auovdthe carping cenfures of the world- 
Buc. But fince you came to late of our intents , 

Yet witneffe whM we did mend, and fo myXa 
Glo. After-, 'after, coufin Buckingham , _ Exit 

The Maior towards Guild hall hies rum in all pOi.j 
There at your meeteft aduantage otthe time, 

Inferre thebaftardy of Edwards children: _ 

TelLthem how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he would make his fonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning ( indeed) his nou.e* - 
Which by thefigne thereof was termed fo* 

Moreoucr,vrge hishatefull luxury,: 

And beaftly appetite in change of luft. 

Which ftretched to. their feruants4daughters,wiue5i> 

Euen where his luftfull eye, or fauage heart. 

Without controle lifted to make his prey : 

Nay for a need thus fame come neare my perfon. 

Tell them.when that my mother went with child 
Of that vnfatiat£<AiW, noble Torkf, 

My Princely father then had wames in France?, 

And by iu ft computation of the time, _ 

Found that the iflue was not his begot, •- 74 

Which well appeared in his lineaments 
Being nothing like the noble Duke my father. 

But touch this fparingly as it were fame of, . 4 

Becaufe you know my Lord, my brother Hues* 
3J#c.Fearenot my Lord,ile play the Orator 
As if the golden fee for which I pleade. 

Were for my felfe. 

Glo. If you thriue well, bring them to Baynards Qiftte, 
Where you fihall find me well accompanied - 

G 3 Witfc 
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With reucrend Fatherland well learned Bishops ' 

Buc. About three or foure a clockc looke to heare 
What news Guild-hall affordethand Co my Lord farewell, 
r G/a.Now will I in to take fome priuy order Exit Buc. 
To draw the brates of Clarence out of light. 

And to giuc notice that no manner of perfon 

At any time,haue recourfe vnto the Princes . Exit. 

Enter a Serin enter, with a paper in his hand . 

This is the indictment of the good Lord Hajlings , 

Which in a let hand fairelyisingrofs’d* 

That it may be this day red ouer in Pauls i 
And marke how well the fequell hangs together, 

Eleuen houres I /pent to writ it ouer. 

For yefternightby Cates fy was it brought me. 

The prefident was full as long a doinp, 

And yet withinthefe hue houres liu'd Lord Usings 
Vntainted, vnexamined • free at liberty : 

Here’s a good world the while,Why who’s fo groffe 
That fees not this palpable deuice ? 

Yet who’s lb blind that fayes he lees it not ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to noughc, 
t When fuch bad dealing mutt be feene in thought: Exit, 

Enter Glocefter at one door e, Buckingham at another, 
gio. How now my Lord, what fayes theCkizens ? 

Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizens are mumme and Ipeake not a word, 
gio. Toucht you the baftardy of Edwards Children ? 

Bhc. I did, with the infatiat greedinelTe of his delire?. 

His tyranny for trifles: his owne baftardy, 

As being got your father then in France 
Withall I did interre your lineaments. 

Being the right Idea of your father, 

Bothm forme and noblenefl'eofmind: 

Layd vpon all your vi6tories in Scotland : 

Tour Difcipline in warre,wifedome in peace : ' 

* our bounty ,vcrtue,faire humility: ’ ^ 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntouch t or fleightly handled in difcourJe : 

And when my oratory grew to end, 
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I bad them that loues their Countries good, • . 

Qy Cod faue Richard Englands royall King, 

Gig. A, and did they fo? 

Buc. No Co God helpe me. 

But like dumbe ftatues or breathlefle Hones, 

Gazdc each on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which when I faw , I reprehended them : 

And askt the Maiorwhat meanes this wilful! filenee- 
His. anfwere was the people were not wont 
To be fpoke too, but by the Recorder. _ 

Then Ke was vrgde to tell my tale againe: 

Thus'faith the Duke,thushath the Dukeinrera $ 

But nothing fpake in warrant from hinifelfe : 

When he had done,fome followers of mifte owne 
At the lower end of the haH,hurled vp their caps. 

And fomc ten voycescryed,God faue KingRf chard 
Thankes noble Citizens and friends quoth I, 

This generall applaufe and ImiingThoute, 

Argues your wifdome and your ioue to Richardz 
Ancl fo brake off and came away , 

C/o.What tongueleffe blockes were they , would the]? 
Buc . No by my troth my Lord. (not. fpeake ?, 

G/o.Will not the Mayor then, and' his brethren come ^ 
Buc.Tho Mayor is heere : and.intend feme feare. 

Be not fpoken withall, but with mighty fine. 

And looke you get a prayer booke in your band. 

And ftand betwixt to C hurch -men good my Lore, 

For on that ground He. build a holy defcant : 

Be not eafie wonne to bur requeft f 

Play the maydes part, fay no, but take it- v . 

Glo . Feare not me , if t heucantt plead as well For them, 
Aslcan fay nay to thee for my ielfe. 

No doubt weele bring it to a happy ilfue. 

Buc.'H ou (hall fee what I can do,gec vp to the leads* E x. 
Now my Lord Maior, youdanceawehdanqeheere, 
Ithinkethe Duke will not be fpoken withall. Enter Cates by 
Here-cbmes uis ferr.anr.hcvv now Cates by , what fayes he ? 

Cat. My Lord- hfe doth iiureat youi gjaefi 
To-yifitJhim to morrow , or next day $ 

He 
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He is within and two reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly fine would he be mou^d, 

Todrawhim From his holyexercife. 

Buc. Ret urne good Cates by to thy Lord againe. 

Tell him my felfe, theMaiorand Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of .great moment. 

No lefle importing them then our general! good- 
Are come to hauefome conference with his grace. 

Cat - He tell him what you fay my-Lord. Exit, 

Bite- A hamy .-^ord, this Prince is not an Edward : 
He is not lulling on a lewdday bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines : 

Not fleeping to ingroffe his idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foule. 

Happy were England, would thisgracious princes 
Take on himfelfethe foueraignety thereon. 

But fure I feare we fhall neuer winne him to it, 
BEa.Mmy God for bid his grace fhould fay vs nay.* 
'Enter Catesby. 

Buc. I feare he will, ho w now Catesby. 

"Whatfaycs your Lord ? 

Cat. My L- he wonders to what end you haue affembled 
Such troopes of Citizens to fpeake wkh him. 

His grace not being vvarnd thereof before t 
My £ord,he feares you meane no good to him* 

Buc .Sorry I am my noble coufen fhould 
Sufpedt me that 1 meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come iq perfeif loueto him. 

And fo once more returneand tell his graces 
When holy and deuout religious men. 

Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them thence. 

So fwceteis zealous contemplation. 

^ Enter Kick, and two B ifbops aloft « 

See where he Hands betweene two Clergimem 
Buc. Two propes of vertuefor a ChriftianPcince : 
f o Itay him from the of vanity. 

Famous 



of R ichard the Third. 

'famous BUtttagenet, moft gracious Trince, 

L,nd fauorable eares to my requeft : 

And nardon vs the interruption 

Of th ? y deuotion and right Chriftian zeale* / ■ • 

0o. My Lord, thereneeds no iuch Apology, 

I rather doebefeech you pardon me 
Whoeameft inthe feruice of my God, 

- Neeleft the vifitationofmy friends- 

Rnc leauine this , what is your graces plea fure ? ; 

B»r Euen that I hope which pleafethGod aboue. 

And all good men of this vngcuernd He- 

Gto. I doe fufpedV, I haue done feme offence, 

Thatfeeme difgraciousin the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance s - 

luc. You haue my Lord : would it plcafe your grace 

At our intreaties to amend that f ault. 

Glo Elle wherefore breath i in a Chnfhan land? 

Kue. Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
The Supreame Seate , the throane maiefticall. 

The Scepter office of your Ancefjors. 

Thelineall glory of your roy all Houle, . 

To the corruption of a blemiflit llocke • 

Whileft in the mildenefle of your fleepy thoughts. 

Which heere we waken to your Countries good : 

This noble lie doth want his proper hmbes. 

Her face defact with fears of infamy,. 

And almoft fhouldred in this fwahowmg gulph 
Of blind forgetfullneffe and darke obliuion • 

Which to recouer we hartily folicite 

Your gracious felfe to take on you thefoueraignty thereof, 

Not as Eroteffor } StewArd , Subftkute, 

Nor lowly factor for an others gaine? 

But as fucccffiuely from blood to blood, 
Yourrightofbirth your Empery, yourowne ' 

For this conforted with the Citizens, 

YourworQupfull and very louing friends^ 

And by there vehement inftigation. 

In this iuft lute come I to moue your Grace* 

G/e.I know not whither to depart in filence* 

H 
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Or Bitterly to fpcake in your reproofe, 

Bert fits my degree, or your condition: 

Your loue defcrues my thankes, but my defer? 
Vnmeritable fhunes your high requert, 

Firft.if all obfhclcs were cut away, 

And that my path were eucn to the Crown? , 

As my right rcuenew and dueby birth. 

Yet fo much is my pouerty of fpirit, 

So mighty aad fo ma ny-my . de fe&s, ... 

As I had rather hide me from my greatneffc,- 
Beinga barke to brookc no mighty lea. 

Then in my greatneile couet to be hid. 

And in the vapour of my glory /mothered: 

But God be thanked thers no need forme, 

And muchl need to helpe you if need were, 

The royall tree hath left- vs royall- fruity 
W hich mellowed by the dealing houres of time, 

Will well become tlife feate of Maiefty ; 

And make, no doubt, vs happy by his raigne. 

On him I lay what you would on me : ' 

The right and fortune of his happy flarres, 

W hich God defend that l fhould wring from him. . 

Buc- My Lord, this argues confidence in your Grac^ 

But the refpefls thereof are nice and triuiall, . 

All circumftances well considered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonns, t 

So fty wc too but not by Edwards wife : 

For firrt he vyas contracted to Lady Lucy ^ 

Your mother lines a wicnelTe to that- vow, 

And afterwards by fubftitutc betrothed 
To Bona filter to the King of France , 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waimng and diftrefled widdow 
Euen in the afternoone of her be/i dayes, * 

Made price and purchace of his lulifull eye 
Seduce the pitch and height of all his thoughts,"- 
To bafe declention loathed bigamy. 

By her in this vnlawfull bed heeot. 

This 






_ 
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of Richard the Third, 

•phis Edward, whom our manners terme the Prince J 

More bitterly could 1 expoftulate, 

Saue that for reuerence to loxe aliue 
1 giue a fparing limit to my tongue t 
Then good my Lord,taketoyour royall felfe, 

This proffered benefit of dignity? 

Jf not to blefle vs and the Land withall. 

Yet to draw out your ray all ftocke. 

From the corruption ofs a bufy time, 

Vnto a lineal! true deriued courfe. 

May .Doe good my Lord, your Citizens mtreat yon« 
Cat'O make them ioy full, grant their lawfull fuit. 

C/o. Alas, why fhoula you heape thofc cares on mftj 
1 am vnfit-for ftate and dignity: 

X doe bcfcech you take it not amilfe, 

I cannot nor l will not yeild to you. 

Buc, If you refufe it as in loue and zeaie. 

Loth to depofe che child your brothers fonnei 
As well we know your tenderneffe of heart. 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin. 

And- equally indeed to allcftates. 

Yet whether you except our fuit or no , 

Your brother.' fon fhaHneuer raigne our King, 

But wc will plant feme other in the Throne, 

I o the difgrace and downefall of your heufe .* 

And in. this refolution here I leaue you. 

Come Citizens, zounds,ile intreat no mere* 
gio. O doe not fweare my Lord of ’Buckingham* 

Xat, Call them againe my Lord, and accept their fate,. 
aino. Do good my Lord,leart all the Land do rew ic« 
Glo. Would you enforce me to a world of care ? 
Well call them againe,I am not made of Hones, 

But penetrable to your kind intents. 

Albeit againft my confidence, and my foule ; 

Coufin of r Brtckjngham,and you fage graue men. 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 
r o beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

Imnft haue patience to endure the loade. 

H 2k 
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B tit it frlacke feandallorfo foulefae’t reproach 
Attend the fequell of your impofition. 

Your meere inforcement /hall acquittance me 
From all rne impure plots and ftaines thereof. 

For God he knows and you may partly fee. 

How farte I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God b'.effe your Grace, we fee it 3 and will lay it. 
Gio. In-faying fo,you fhall buc fay the truth. - •» ■ . 
Buc.' Then I falute you with this kingly title: 

Long liue King A/ctar<f,janglands royall King. 

May. Amen . 

Buc. To morrow will it pleafe you to be Crown’d ? 
Clo. Euen when you will, fincc you will haue it fo. 

Buc. To morrow then we will attend your Grace. 

Glo. Come let vs to our holy taske againe : 

Farewell good coufin, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt* 
"Enter Gueene mother , Dutches of TorkeyMarqueJfe 
Durfetytt one dart, Dutches of G leafier 
at another doore. 

Dut. Who meets vs here, my Neece P lanta genet ? 

Sifter well met, whether away fo faff? 

\Dut»Glo. No farther then the Tower, and as 1 guefie; 
Vpon the like deuotion as your felues* 

T o gratulate the tender Princes there. 

Of? Kind lifter thankcs, yyeele enteral! together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower* 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutenant, pray you by your leaue. 

How fares the Prince ? 

Lieu. Well Maddam audia healtb,but by your leaue, 
3 may not fuffer you to vifit him, 

The King hath ilraightjy charged to the contrary* 

The King, why who is that ? 

Lieu. ] cry you mercy, I meanc the Lord Trotettor* 
gw.The Lord protect him from that Kingly title : 
Hath he fet bonds betwixt there loue and me: 

3 am their mother, who fhould keepe me from them? 

3 am their fat her ,mother,and will fee them. 

L>»t. GJo, Their Aunt I am in law ,inloue their mother; 




of Richard the Third . 

Tfienfeare not thou,ile beare thy blame, J 
And take thy Office from thee on my peril!. 

Lieu* I doe bcfeech your graces all to pardon me: 

I am bound by oath, I may not doe it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

StanLct me but meet you Ladies at an houre hence, 
And ile faiute your Grace of T orke, as mother : - • ' r ; : 
And reuerend looker one, of two faire Q,ueenes.’ 

Come Maddam>you mull goe with me to tVefcmin^er^ 
There to be Crowned Richards royal! Queene* 

Qh. o cut my lace in funder, that my pent hearr 
Ivlay haue fome lcope to beate, or elfe l found 
With this deadliking news. 

Dor.Maddam haue comfort,how fares your Grace ? 
flu. O Dorfetf peake notto me, get thee hence. 

Death and definition dogs thee at the heeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

It thou wilt ouerftrip death, goe croffe the Se 
And liue with Richmond from the race of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee,from thisfiaughter-houfe, 

Leaft thouincreafe the number of t he dead. 

And make me dye the thrail of Margrets curfe. 

Not mother, Wife, nor Englands counted Qjieenc. 

Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfell Madam^ 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the time. 

You Iball haue letters from me to my tonne. 

To meet you on the way and welcome you. 

Be not taken tardy by vnwife delay. 

DutJor. Oill difperfing w ind of mifery, 

0 my accurfed wombe the bed of death, 

A Cokatrice haft thou hatebt to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murderous. 

£/*».Come Maddam,! in all haft was lent for « 

Dut. And I in all vnwillingneffe will goe, 

1 would to God that the inclufiue verge 

Of goulden mettalltbat mull round my brow. 

Were red hot-fteele to feare me to the braine, 
Anoynted let me be with deadly poyfon. 

And die ere men can fay God iauethe Queene. 

H 3- 
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' j£«*Alas poore foule, I enuy not tiiy glory. 

To feed my humour wiflm thy felfe no harme. 
X>»r.C?/tf.No,when he that is my husband now. 

Came to me, I followed Henries Courfc, 

When the blood was fcarcewafht from his hands, 
"Which iffued from ray other angell husband, 

And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 
0,whenlfay,l lookt on Richards face. 

This was my. wifli, be thou quoth I accurtt. 

For making me fo young, fo old a widdow. 

And when thou wed 11, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife if any,be.fo bad 
As milerable by the death of thee. 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Lo euen F can repeate this curie againe, 

Euen in fo fhorc a fpaec, my womans heart 
Crofly grew caprine to his honey words, 

And prou’d the iubie&of mine owne foules curie, 
Which eucr fince hath kept mine eyes from fleepe. 

For neuer yet one houre in his bed, 

Haue I in ; oyed the golden dew of lleepe. 

But haue beene waked by his timerous dreames. 

Belides he hates me for-my father VV arwicke. 

And will fhortly be rid of me. 

JUS- Alas poore foulc,I pity thy complaints. 
Dut.Glo.No more then from myfoulel mourne for yours 
.^■Farewell, thou woefull welcomer of glory. 

Dut.Glo. Adue poore foule thou takeft thy leaue ©Fit, 
D. Ter .Go thou to Richmond ;& good fortune guide thee 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fanftuary, good thoughts poflefle thec, 

I to my graue, vvhere peace and reft lye with me, 
Eyghtyold ycares of forrow haue I leene, 

And each houresioy wrackt. with a weeke of teene* 

T he trumpets found. "Enter Richard Crowned, Buckjng- 
ham,Catesby , with other Nobles. 

King, Stand all apart, Goufin of Buckingham, 
Giuemethy hand. Here he abends his Throne- 



efRldut&tbe 7 hirst. 

-u ,, hirh by thy aduice 

And ih/ sflirtance is King ^ 'c/wS feated : 

J‘ g ia H we weare thefe honours for a day ? 
nr frail d^y laft and we reioyce in them ? 

U $iiC ‘ Still liue they, and foreuer may they laft. 

X/.O Buckingham now 1 doe play the touch. 

To try if thou be currant Gold indeed : 

v on JEd*ard liuesuhinke now what 1 would lay 

'line say on my- gracious Soueraigne. . 

KintKN by Buckingham , I fay I would be King* 

BucWl hy fo you are my thrice renowned Liege, 

King- Ha : am I King ? ti s fo> but Edivar d liuesv 
Buc. True noble Prince.- 
King. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward flill fl>quld liue trpe noble Prince, 

Coufin thou were no t w out to be fo d u 1 1 , 

Shall I be plaine I wifli the baftards dead. 

And I would haue it fuddainly perform'd, 

What faiefl thou ? fpqake fuddcnly , be brie fe, 

^w.Your grace may doe your pleasure. 

King, Tut,tut,thou art allycc, thykindneffe freezCth? 

Say, haue I thy content that they fliall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath my Lord, 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein: . ... . •' 

I will refolue your grace imediatly. 

Cat. The King is angry, fee he bites his lip. 

King. l will conuer-fe with iron witty fooles-,; 

And vnrefpecliue Boyes, none are for me 

That looke into me with confederate eyes; . . 

Boy. High reaching ’Buckingham gmwes circumfpeib 
Boy. Lord* ■ 

King. Know ft thou not any whom corrupting Gold 
W ould tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord , I know a ciilcontenced Gentleman, 
Wlmfe humble meanes matcht not his haughty mind', 
Gold were as good astwenty Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing* 

King. What is-his name ? 

Boy. His name my Lord, is Terrel- 
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King. Goecall himhithcrprefently* 

The deepe refoluing- witty Buckingham, 

No more fhali be the neighbour to my counfellj 
Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde. 

And flops he now for breath ? 

'Enter Darby 

How now what newes with you ? 

Dar. My Lord Ihearethe Marqucflfe Derfet 
Is fled to Richmond. in thofe parts be yond the Teas 
Where he abides* 

King. Catesbj. Cat, My Lord* 

King* Rumor this abroad * 

That -Anne my wife isfickeand like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping dole ; 

Enquire me out fome meane borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftrai'ght to Clarence daughter 
The boy is foolifh and 1 feare not Ijim ; 

Looke how thou dreameft ; 1 fay againe. gtueout 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die* 

About it , for it Bands me milch vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

Imuft be married to my brothers daughter, 

Or elfe my Kingdomc Bands on brittle glafle, ’ 

Murther her brother , and then marry her, 

Vncertaine way of gaine , but 1 am in 
So farrein blood , that finne pluckes on finne, 

Teares falling, pitty dwels not in this .eye. 

Enter Tirrel. 

Is thy name Tirrel ? 

Tir James 7 irrel & your moil obedient fubroft? 

King. Art thou indeed ? 

T ir. Proue me ’my gracious fouer aigne* 

King. Dar 5 ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

77r*T myXdrd but 1 had rather kill two deepe enemxe 
King. Why there thou haft it , to deepe enemies* 
Foes to my reft that my fivect fleepe difturbs, * 

Are they that I would haue thee deale vpon ; 

Tirrel , 1 meane thofe baftards in the Tower. 

Tsr. Let me haue meanes to come to them, " 
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And foone ile rid you from the feare of them* 

Kin. Thou fingft tweet muficke. Come hither 
Goby that token, rifeand lend thineears, Hevehijpers 
Tisno more but fo/fay,is it done ? ink" eare ‘ 

And I will loue thee, and prefer thee too. 
y/r.Tis done my good Lord* 

Km. Shall we heare from thee Tirrel/, arc we fleepe ? 
T/r.Yea my good Lord* Enter Buckingham^ 

Bnc. My Lord, 1 haue confidered in my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in* 
jfoAVell let that pafte/Po^is fled to Richmond. 

^w.I heare that news my Lord. v 

Kin. Stanley is yourwiiies fonne : Well, Iooke toicj 
Aw.MyLord,Iclaime your gift,mydue bypromife. 

For which your honour and your faith is pawnd. 

The EarLdomeof Herford,ind the moueables. 

The which you promifed I ihould : poffefl’e, 

Kin. Stanley t looke to your wife, if they conuey 
Letters to Richmond, you fliall anfwerit, 

Bnc. What fa yes your highneffe to my iuft demand ? 
Kin, As 1 remember Henry the fixt 
Did prophefie Ch&C Richmond fhould be King, 

When Richmondwas a little peeuifh boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps* 

Aw. My Lord* ' ‘ ! . 

Kin, How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 
Haue told me I being by, that I fhould kill him. 

Aw. My Lord, your promifefor the Earledome* 

Km, Richmond , When 1 aft I was at Exeter. 

The Maior in curtefie fhewd me the Caftle, 

And called it Rugemount, at which name 1 flatted, 
Becaufe a Lord of Ireland told me once, 

1 fhould not litre long after I law Richmond. 

Buc. My Lord* 

Km. I, Whats a clocke? 

Bnc. l am thus bold to put your Grace in mind 
Of what you promifd me* 

Kin, Well, but w hats a clocke? 

Aw. Vpon the ftroke of 10 , 





The Tragedy • 

King, Well, let it ftrike. 

B uc • Why let it (trike ? 

iftwf.Becaufethatlikea Tackethou keepft the firoke 1 ■ 
Betwixt thv begging, and my meditation : 

I am not in the giuing vaineto day. 

Zuc. Why then refoluc me whether yon will or no } 
Kin.Tut, ,tut, them troubled me, T am notinthe vaine. E Xi 
• Buc. Is it euen fo, rewards he my true (eruice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made l him King for this f 
O let me thinke on Haft tigs and. be gone 
To Brecknock? , while my fearefull head is on. 

Enter Sir Francis T-.rrelL 
Tir. The tyranous and bloody deed is done. 

The mod arch aft of pitious. maflacre, 

That euer yet. this land was guilty of, 

Dighttn and Forreft-whom I did fubhoxne, 

To doe this ruthfull piece of butchery. 

Although they were flefht villains, bloody dogs. 

Melting with tendernefle and companion, 
wept like tw o children in their deaths fad dories: 

Lo thus quoth Dighton lay thefe tender babes, . 
Thus,thus,quoth Forrtft girding one another 
Within theirinnocentalabaflcr armqs, 

Their lips like foure red Rofes on a itaj-ke$ 

When in there fummer beauty kid each oth&y 
Abooke of prayer on their pillow lay, 

Which once quoth Forreft almod changd my mind a 
But Othediuell ! there the villaine. dopt,' . 1 

W hild Dighton thus told, one we fmothered. 

The mod rep'.enifht. fwcet w orke of nature 
That from the prime Creation euer he iramd. 

They could not fpeake, and fo I left them both. 

To bring thefe .tidings to the bloody King, 

Enter King Richard. 

And here becomes. All haile my foueraigne Liege.' 
King . Kind TtrreL, and-I happy in thy news? 

Tir- If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your h.-ppyneffe,be happy then, 

Poir it is done my Lord. 
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j&fcf.But did ft thou feethemdead ? 

Ttr- 1 did my Lord. 
g t ng. And buried gentle Tirrelii 
Tir* The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them • 
gut how or in what place I do not know. 

Kmg - Come tame lirrell foone after fupper, 

And thou (halt tell the procefle of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good 
And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit Ttrrell . 

Farewell till foone* 

The fonne of Clarence haue fpend vp dole. 

His daughter meanely haue I matcht in marriage, 

Thefons of Edward fieepein Abrahams bofomc. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight ; 
flow for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimet 
At young Elizabeth, my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the Crowne, 

To her I goe A iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catcsby o 
Cat, My Lord. 

King. Good news, or bad, that thou commeft lo bluntly? 
CW.Bad new s my Lord,£/y is fled to Richmond 
And Buckingham b-ackt with the hardy Wehhmcv 
•Is in the field, and (till his power increafeth. 

Kmg. She with R tchmond troubles me more 
Then Buckingham and his rafli Ieueld army : 

Come T haue heard that fearefull commenting. 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay. 

Delay leads impotent and fnale-paft beggery. 

Then fiery expedition be my wings, 
hue , Mercury, vnA Herald for aKing: 

Come mutter men, my counfaile ismy fhield. 

We mutt bebriefc,wben tray tors braue the fid d.Exettntc 
Enter Queene CMargret ft la. 

QMMar. So now proipcrity begins to mellow, 

-And drop into the rotten mouth ot death : 

Here in thefe confines flily haue 1 Jurkt, 

To watch the waining of mine aduerfariess 
A dire induction am I witneffe too, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 

J 7. Will 



The Tragedy 

"Will proue as bitter ,blacke and tragicall, 

\Y ithdraw thee wretched Margrn , who comes here* 
Enter the fhieene ,and the Dutches of Tor^e. 
fht. Ah my young Princes, ah my tender babes^ 
My"vnblowne flower, new appearing Tweet, 

If yet your gentle foules fiye intheayre. 

And benothxt indoome perpetual!, 

Houer aboue me widryour aiery wings. 

And heare your mothers lamentations- 

Houcr about her, fay that light for right 
Hathdimd your infant morne, to aged night, 

<Hu. VV ilt thou O God flie from Tuch gentle lambesi 
And throw them in the intrales of the wolfe : 

When didft thou fleepe when fuch a deed was done ? 
jgjMar. When holy Mary dyed, and my Iweet fonne,’ 
But . Blind light, dead life, poore mortal! liuingGhoft, 
Woes fceane, worlds (hame,graues due by life vfurpt, 
Reft their vnreft on England s lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfully made drunke,with innocents blood- 
Jgu. O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue 
As thou canft yeild a melancholly feat. 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here; 

0 who hath any caufe to mourne but I ? 

But. So many miferies hath crazd my voyee 

That my woe-wearied tongue, is mute and dumb 
Edward Plantagenet,why art thou dead? 

JEMar. If ancient forrow be moftreuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniory. 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper-hand. 

If forrow can admit fociety. 

Tell ouer your woes againe by vewing mine: 

1 had an Edward, till a Richard laid him- 
I had a Richard,t ill a Richard kild him- 

T hou hadft an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Dut.l had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him: 

3 had a Rutland too,and thou holpft to kill him : 

Q^Mar. Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him* 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, 

A 
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of Richard the Tk\td. 

A hell-hound tff&t doth hunt vs all tci death. 

That Dog that bad his tbhth before his eyes 
To worry Lambes, and lap their gentle blood, . 

That foule defacer of Gods handy-worke. 

Thy wombe let loole to chafe vs to bur graueSj 
O vpright,iuft,and true difpofing God j 
How do I thanke thee, for this carnall Cut 
pfe‘ybs oh tfie iffifre of his ftlothers body. 

And make her pc.Wfello\y with others fhoane- 
But. O Harries wife; triumph not in tny woes, 

God witnefle with melhaue wept for thee- ' 
^Mar.Btirt wi th me,l am hungry for rbuenge. 

And now I cloy me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward he is dead, that ftabd my Edward , 

Thy other Edward dead, to c U! " ' 1 ’ ' 

Young ?V%,heisbmbo6te,' 

Match not the high perfection of m> 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild m y Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke play. 

The adulterate Hastings ,Riuers ,Vateghan,Gfaj' 
Vntimelyfmothered in their dusky graues, 

Richard yet liues,hels blackc intelligencer, 

Onely relerued their fa (ft or to buy foules. 

And lend them thither ,but at hand, 

Enfueshispidous, atTd vnpiued end, 

Earth gapes,hell burnes,fiends roare,S amts pray 
To haue him fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bonds of life deare God I pray, 

That I may liue to fay, the Dog is dead- 
Qg. Othou didft prophefie the tirhe would come 
That i fhould wifb for thee to helpe me curie 
That botteld lpider,that foulehunch-backt Toad- 
* QJMar. I cald thee then vaine flouiifli of my fortune, 
I cald thee then poore fliadow, painted Queens, 

The prefentation of but what I was, 

The flattering index of a direfull pageant. 

One heau d a high to be hurl’d dovvne below, 

A mother onely mockt vvith two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou west, a' breath, a bubble, 

l 3 
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A figne of dignity , a garifh flag, * 

To be theaime ofeuery dangerous flioc, 

A Q,ueene inieft, oneiy toftllthefceane: 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers } 
Where be thy children, wherein dofl thou ioy ? 

Who Cues to thee,-and. cries, God faue the Queens ? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee ? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee 
Decline all this,and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a moft diftrefled widdow ; 

For ioyfhll mother, one that wailes the name j 
For Queene ,a very catife, crownd with care; 

For one being fued too,one that humbly fues ; 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that icornd at. me.nowicornd of me. 

Thus hath thecourfe of iuftice whcl v, :about. 

And left me but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the more being what thou art. 

Thou did ft vfurpe my place, and dofl thou not 
Viurpe the iu'ft proportion of . my tortow ? 

Now thy proud necke,beares halfe my burdened yoaiei 
From which,euen here, I flip my wearied necke, 
Andleaue the burthen of it all on thee: 

Farewell Verves wife,and Queene of fad mifchance, 
Thele Engliln woes will make meTmile in France , 

Jgg. O thou well skild in curies, flay awhile. 

And teach me how to curie mine enemies. 

gkMat. Forbeare.to fleepe the night, and fa ft the day, 
Compare deaths happinelle with Jiuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes we re fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bettring thy Ioffe make the bad caufe worfcr, 

Reuoluing this will.teach thee how tocurfe. 

^^•My words are dul^O quicken them with thine. 

Thywces will make them fharp,& pierce like mins 
2) tit. Why fhouki calamity be full of words? Exit M*. 
1?. Windy atturnies to your clients woes, 

Aiery fucceeders ofinteftatcioycs, 




< 2 ^ Richard the 7 bird, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 
t et them haue fcope, though what they do impart 
Helpc not albyetdo they eafe the heart. 
pir.If to then be not toung-tide, goe with me. 

And jn the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned tonne, which thy two tonnes fmotherd 
Iheare his Drum, be copious in exclaimcs. 

^Meriting Richard , marching with Drums , 
and Trumpets. 

Kitxr, Who -intercepts my expedition ? ' 

Put- A (lie, that might haue intercepted thee. 

By ftrangling thee in her aceurfed wombe, 

From all the {laughters wretch, tharthou haft done; - 
* gu. Haft thou that forehead with a golden Crowned 
Where fhould be graitsp, if that right were, right; 

The flaughter of the Prince that owde-that Crown e s v 
And the Sire death of my two tonnes, and Brothers ; 

Tell me thou villaine flame , where are my children ? 
T«r.Thou tode,th.ou tode,where is thy brother Clarence} 
And little Ned Plantagenet/hiS tonhc? u ' 1 

Qu, W here is kind Masdvtgs ^kmers y aughanfitaj ? 
King. A flourifh Trumpets, ftrilcealarum Drums, 

Let not the heauens beam thefe td- tale women 
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A gtieuous burthen was tby birth to me. 

Tetchy and waiward wasthy infancy, 

Thy lchoolc-daie&frightfuli de/perate, w i Id and furious; 
Thy ageconfirmd,proude,fubtile,bloody trecherous. 
What comfortable hourc canft thou name, 

Thateuer graced me in thy company ? 

j Kin. Faith none but Humphreys house, thatcald your 
To breake&ft once forth of my company ? (Grace 
If it be fo gtieious in your light. 

Let me maich on, and not offend you grace. 

Ditt.O hears me fpeake,for Tfhall neuer . lee thee more. 
Kin. Come, come,you are too bitter. 

' CwftiEyLtwarjthou wilt diebyGodsiuft ordinance 
Ere from this u arret theu turne a conquerour 
Or I with, griefs and estreamo agBsfball perifli. 

And neuer lookevpon thy faceajtjine : 

Therefore take with thee my molt heauy curie. 

Which irithe day of batteii tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wearft 
My prayers on the aduerfeiparty^fight, • ’ a 




o/Richard the Third. 

Twfflconfefle fhewas not Edwards daughter; 

Kin. Wrong not her birth, The is of royall blood* 
a*. To faue her life,ile fay (he is not fo. 

%. Her life is onely fafcft in her birth. 
jy«.And only inthatfafety dyed herbrothers. 

X/«.Lce at their births good ftarresare oppofit 
eu .No to their Hues bad triend s were contrary. 

AH vnauoyded is the doome of deftmy • 

Q».True whenauoyded grace makes deuiny, 
babes were deftind to a fairer death, 

Thrace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

%.Maddam,lb thnue 1 in my dangerous attempt of ho- 
As I intend more good to you and yours, (Site armes, 

Then euer you and yours were by me wrong a. 

6ht What good is couered with the face ot HeaU'v , 

Tobe* difeouered that can do me good. 

Kin. The a d uancement of your children mighty Lady, 
9u.Vo to fomefcaffoldjthere to loofe their heads. 
iA».No,to the dignity, and height of honour. 

The height imperiall type of this earths glory* 
gu. Flatter my forrows with report of it. 

Tell me what ftate, what dignity what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine. , 

Kin . Euen all I haue, yea and my lelfe ana all. 

Will I endow a child of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angry fouie, 

Thoudrownd the fad remembrance of thole wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. . , w, 

jK.Be bricfe, lea ft that the procefle of thy kindnefip 
Lab longer telling then ■ tby kindnefle doo. . 
iA'K.Then know that from my fouie Ilcuemy daught f 9 
j^, My daughters mother thinks it with her loule. 

Km. What do you thinke ? 

£*. That thou doftloue my daughter from thy fouie. 
So from thy fouie didftthoh loue her brothers^ 

And from my hearts loue, I thanke thee tor it. 

A'i«.Be not fohafty to confound my meaning, 

1 mcanethat with my fouie 1 loue thy daughter. 

And meane to make her Qjaeene of England. 
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j^-Say then who doefl thou meane (ball be her Kihgf 
King. Euen he that makes her Qjucene, who fhould eliiV 
What thou ? 

Ktftg.l, euen I , what think e you of it M addam i 
jQu' How canft thou woe her ? 

Kutg. ^ hat J would learneof you, 

As cnethat were be ft aquainted with her humor, 

J%3- And wilt thou learne of me f 
King. Maddam with all my heart- 
flOs Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
Apaire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, . 

Edveatd and Tor fa , then happily fhewill weepe. 
Therefore prefent to her , as lometimes Margret 
Did to my Father* handkercheffe fteept in Em lands blood 
And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her nottoloue. 

Send her a ftory of thy noble a<fts : 

Tell her thou mad’ft away her vnckle Clarence 
Her Vnc\t Ritters , yea and forherfake 
Madeft quiche conueyance with her good Aunt Anne, 
King ,Co me ,come,y e mocke me, this is not the way 
lowinne yourdaughter. 

Sl5' There is no other way, 

Vnleffe thou couldelt put on fome other Ibape, 

And not be Richard y that hath done all this, 

infcrre faire En glands peace by his alliance. 

: Which ftte (ha 11 purchace with ftiltlafting warns. ' 
Say that the King wh ch may command,intreats« 
<#?* That at her Aands which the Kings king forbid. 
tng&ay Hie. fhall bea high and mighty Quesne* 
r ° W3lle ‘he title as her motherdoch. 

A^.Say I will louehcreuerlaftingly. 

4^’ ** ut h° w long (hall that title, euerlaft? 

Kmg . .Sweetly inforce, vnto her faire liues end, 

£u> But how long fairely fhall that title lart ? 

w g- o -ong as heauen and nature lengthens it. 

£*’ S? Io "^ s andi^Whkes of it. 

Ksng. Say I her Soueraigne amh er fubieTioue. 
£*,Butihe yourfuDtect Joths fuch Soueraigmy, 
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fin. Beelequent in my bebalfe to her. 

fin. An honeft tale fpceds bell being plainely told. 

Km. Then inplatne termes tell her my louingtaie. 
g«.Plaine. and not honeft is to harfh a ttile 
Km- Maddam your reafons are too fhallow and too 
Qa.O no, my reaiens are to deepe and dead : (quicke, 
Tooclefpe and dead poore infants in their grauc, 

Harpe on it dill (hall I, till heatt-ftrings breake, 

Kin- Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crowne= 
<2*. Prophan'd , difhonou d,and the third vfurped* 

Km. I fweare "by nothing. 

Qn . By nothing, for this is no oath, 

Ihe George prt phan’d,nath.loft his holy honour; 
TheGarter blemiftit, paw n d his Knightly vertue : 

The Crowne vfurpt diigrac t his Kingly dignity. 

If nothing thou wit fweare to be beheoed , 

Swearc then by fomething that thou haft not wrong’d, 
Kin. Now by the world* 
gu.Tis full of thv foule wrongs. 

Km. My fathers death. 

Ou. T by telle hath that difhonour’a* 

Km. \ hen hymy felfe. 
jjfw.Tby felfe,thy felfe mifufed. 

Km. Why then by God- 
j£#.‘Gods wrong is mod of all: 

If thou had ft fear d,to breake an oath by him, 

The vni f y the King thy brother made. 

Had net beene broken nor my brother flaine. 
if thou ha dll fear'd to breake an oath by him. 

The impei iall mettall circling now my brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my child. 

And both the Prir ces h ad beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender playfellows for dull, 
Thybroken faith had made a prey ferwormes* 

Km.&y the time to come* 

Qu,. I hat thou haft wrong’d, in time orepaft. 

Tori my feife haue many te. resto wafli 
Hereafter time for time, by the paft wrong’d. 

The children liue, w nofe parents thou haft flaughtered, 
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Vngouerd youth, to waile it with her age,' 

The parents liue whofe children thou haft butchered ' 
Old witherd plants to waile it with their age : 

Sweare not by time to tome, for that thou haft 
Mifufed,erevfed, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. As I intend to profper and repent, 

Sothriue Tin my dangerous attempt 
Of hoftiie armes,my felfe, my felfe confound* 

Day yeild me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Beoppofite all planets of goodlucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated deuotion,holy thoughts , 

J tender not thy beautious Princely daughter a 
Jn her confifts my happinefle and thine. 

Without her follows to this land and me. 

To thee her felfe and many a Chriftian foule. 

Sad defolate ruine and decay. 

It cannot be auoy ded but by this ; 

It will not be auoyded but by this: 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo ) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her. 

Plead what I will be,not what I haue beene, 

Not by deferts, but what I will deferue ; 

Vrge the neceffity and ftate of times, 

And be not peeuifh fond in deepc defi®nes# 

$3- Shall I be tempted of the diuell thus ? 

KttigA ,if the diuell tempt thee to doe good. - <' 

£L U * Shall I forget my felfe,to be my felfe ? 

mg. I, if your felues remembrance wrong your felues* 
Q«. But thou d id ft kill my children, 
jp*£.But in your daughters wombe ile bury them, 

W herein that neft of fpicery there fhall breed, 

Selfes of themfelues to your recomfiture. 

Qji. Shall I goe winne my daughter to thy will ? 

Ktng, And be a happy mother in the deed- 
Q». j goe, write to me very Ihortly. . 
ip^-Beare her.my true loues kiflfe: farewell. Exit Q«* 
ftelenting foole,and fhallow changing woman; Enter Rat. 
My gracious foueraigne on the W eftejne coaft, 







of Richard the Third . 

•Rideth a puiffant Nauy : To the fhore. 

Throng many doubtfull hollow hearted friends, 

Vnarmd and vnrefolu’d to beate them backe: 
pis thought that Richmond is their Admirall : 

And there they hullexpe&ing but the ayd. 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them to fhore. 
fcintr. s'ome light-foote friend pofttothe D.o {Norfolk* 
VaM'e thy l'elfe, or Catesfajwh&e is he ? 

Cat* Here my Lord. 

King* Flye to the Duke ; poft thou to Salisbury, 

When thou commeft there, dull vnmindfull villaine 
Why ftandft thou ftilhand goeft not to the Duke ? . . . 
Cat. Firft mighty foueraigne let me know your mind. 
What from your grace I fhall deliuerhinp- 
i0»-0 true, good Catesby, bid him Teauie ftraight, . 

The greateft ttrength and power he can make, 
Andmeeteme prefently at EaUsbarj, (bury; 





Eat. Tout highneffe told me I fhotfld. poft beforfe. ... 
King* My mind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang’d; 

How now, what news with you? Enter Darbjc 

Dar. None good my Lord to pleafe you with hearing, 

Nor none fobad but it may well be told. J . 

King, Hoyday a riddle neyther good nor baas 
W hy doft thou runne fo many miles about. 

When thou mayft tell thy tale a neerer way. 

Once more, what news? 

*Dar. Richmond is on the feas* # 

JO»g.There let him fmke ; and be thefeason him. 

White liuered runnagate , what doth he there ? 

Dar . I know not mighty foueraigne but by guefle 
If*»g.\Vellfir,as you gueffe. . - 

Dar- Sturd vp by D or/ et y Buckingham, andElj, 

He makes for England , there to clayme the Crowne^ 
King. Is the cha'ire empty ? Is the {word vnfwaid ? 

Is the King dead ? the Empire vnpolfeft? 

What heire ot Torke is their aliue but we ? 



And who is Englands King, but great Torkes heire 

K J- 
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Then tell me, what doth he vpon tlie-£asT 
Dar. Vnlefie for that my Liege 1 cannot gueffe.' 

Kin. Vriefle for that he comes to be your ■ iege. 

You cannot gnefle wherefore the Welchmen comes. 
Thou wilt reuolt and flye to him I feare. * 

Dar. No mighty Liege, therefore mifkuft me not. 
Kin.- Where is thy power now to beat them backe? 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers? 

Are they not now vpon the wefterne fhote. 

Safe conducing the rebels from their fhips. 

L>^r..No my good Loxd,my friend s are in the North. 
Kin. Old frtnd s t o£ icharfvj hat do they in the North? 
W hen they fhould ferue their foueraigne in the Weft. 
Dar. They haue not bin commanded mighty foueraign^ 
Pieafe it your Maiefty,to giue me leaue, 

,Ile mufter vp my .friends, and meet your. Grace, 

.Where and whattimeyour Ma efty (hall pieafe ? 

Kin. l,l,thou wonldftbegontoioynewith "Richmond, 

1 will not truft you fir* 

T)ar* Moft mighty foueraigne. 

You hauenocaufetohold my -fiend (hip doubtfull 
J neuer w as, nor neuer will be fa l fe. ( hind 

KipWell,goc mufter thy men ; but heare you, leaue be* 
Your fon Georges Stanley ^ oc ke your fayth be firme: 

Or elfe bis hcaus afliirance is but ftaile. 

Dar . So deale with him, as I pioue true to you. Jixih 
Enter a t^feJjenjrer* 

Mgf.My gracious foueraigne now in DeuotSkirt, 

As I by friends am well aduertifed. 

Sir William Courtney , and the haughty Prelate 
Sifhop of Exeter, his brother there, 

.W ith many mori confederates are in armes. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

M y Liege, in Kent the Guil fords are in armes. 

And euery houre,more competors 

ibiocke to their ayd, and ftill their power encreafeth. 

Enter another Mtflenger. 

Me f' % Lord the army of the Duke of 'Buckingham^ 

Be firikes him* 

King* 



of Richard the Third. 

KM. Out on ye Owles, nothing but fongS of death/ 

' TWe that vntill vou bring mebetter newes. _ . 

Mef. Your grace miftakes, the newes I bring is good a 

M V newes is, that by ludden flood and fall of wafers, _ 

The Duke oi Buckinghams army is difperft and icattered • 

And hehimfelfe fled no manknowes whither* 

Ktnr.O I cry you mercy I did miftake, 

Ratchffe reward him for the blow I gaue him 5 
Hath any well aduifed friend giuert out, - 
Rewards for him that brings m Buckingham ? . 

(jttef, Such-Proclamation hath beene made my Liege* 
Enter another MeJJettger. 

Mef Sit Thomas Louell, and Lord Marques Dorfet, ' 

Tis faid my Liege are vp in armes. 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace. 

The Brittaine Nauy is difperft , Richmond in DorfctfhirCy 
Sent out a boat-to aske them one the fhore. 

If they were his aftiftants, yea , or no : 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham 
Vpon his party : he miftrufting them, 

Hoift faile , and made away for Brittaine. , 

K;».March on, march on,fince we are vp in armes. y 
If not to fight with forraine enemyes, 
y e t. to bare downe thefe rebels hereat home. 

Enter Cateshy. 

Cat My Liege ,the Duke of 'Buckingham is taken, 

Tfiats the beft newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 

Is colder newes, yet they muft be told- 
King. Away towards Salts bury , while we rcalonhere* • 
A royall battell might he wonne' and loft. 

Some one take order 'Buckingham be 'brought 
So Salisbury , the reft match on with me. 

Enter Darby, Sir Chriftopher. 

Day . Sir Chrifiopher; it\l Richmond this from me,' 

That in the ftie of this moft bloody bore, 

My fon George Stanley is franckt vp in hold. 

If I reuolt oft goes yong Georges head » 

Thefeareofthat, withholds my prefeat aide. 

But 
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Silt tell me, where is Princely Richmond now ? 

Chri. At Pembroke fir at Hertford, weft in Wales* 

, Dart What men of name refort to him ? 

Chri . Sir Walter Herbert^ renowned ibuldier, 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley , 

Oar/W, redoubted Pembrooke , fa lames Blunt, 

Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many more of noble fame and worth. 

And towards London they doe bend their courfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withal!. 
CW.Returneynto my Lord, commend me to him 
Tell him, the Queenehath heartily confentcd 
He.fhall efpoufe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe“ Letters will refolue him of my mind. 

Farewell. Exeunt * 

yEnter Buckingham to execution* 

Buc . Will not Yfa\gRiehard\et me {peaks with him ? 
Rat .No my Lord, therefore be patient, 
Buc.Haftiiigsflnd Edwards c]\\\dten,Riuers ,Gray 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire fonne Edward, 

Vaughan , and all that haue mifearried. 

By vndediand corrupted foule iniuftice. 

If that your moody dil'contented foules. 

Do through the clouds behold this prefent houre, 

Euen forreuenge mocke my deftru£tion: 

Thisis Alldjouks day fcllowesis it not ? 

R^r.It is my Lord. 

Buc. Why then All-foules dayds my bodies Doomefday. 
This is the day thatin King Edwards t ime 
I wifht might fall on me when I was found 
Falfe to his children, and his wiues allies: 

This is the day wherein 1 wilht to fall. 

By the falfe fayth of him I trufted moft : 

This is All-foules day, to a:y fearefuli foule. 

Is the determined, deipite of my wrongs: 

That high all-feer that 1 dallied with. 

Hath turnd my feined prayer on myhead. 

And giuen inearqeft what I begd in left. 

Thus doth he force the fword of wicked men 

To 
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To turtle their points on their maifters bofome^ 
j»jovv Margrexs curfe is fallen vpon my head. 

When lie quoth {he,- fhall Iplit thy heart with forrow. 
Remember Margret was a prophetefle. 

Come firs , conuey me to theblockeof fhame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

Enter Richmond with Drumes and. Trumpets . 
R«AsFellowes in armes,and my moll: louing friends, 
Rruifd vnderneath the yoake of tyranny, 

Thusfarre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment : 

And heere receiue we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort,and encouragment. 

The wretched, bloody, and vfurping boare, 

Thatfpoil’d your fommer-field, ana fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like wafh,and makes his trough;! 
In your imboweld bofome, this foule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center of this lie, 

Neereto the Towne of LeiceHer as we learne : 

From T amworth thither,is but one dayes march; 

InGods namecheareon,couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetuall peace. 

By this onebloody tryall of fharpe wane* 

1 Lor. Buery mans conference is a thoufend fword s 
Tofight againft that bloody homicide* 

2 Lor. I doubt not but his friends will ftyeto vsr 

3 Lor. He hath no friend s,but what are friends for feare 
Which in his greateft need will fhrinke fromhim. 

Rich.kii for ouraduantage, then in Gods name march. 
True hope is fwift,and flies with fwallowes wings. 

Kings ir makes Gods,andm ea ner creatures Kings. 

Enter King Richard ,Nor . Ratcliff e ,C a tesby yv 1 t h others. 
King* Here pitch our tents, euen here in Bofwerlh field* 
Why how now Catesby, why looked thou fo fad ? 

Grr. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

A tm . Norfolke come hither : - T 

1 we mu ft haue knockes.ha muft we not? 

1 or. We muft both giue and take my gracious Lord. 

^ tng *Vp with my tent, here will I lye to night, 

L “ But 
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But where to morrow ? well all is one for that r 
"Who hath, ddcried the number of the foe ; 

Nor. Sixipr feuenthoufatidis their greateft numbeiv 
King.YJ by, our battalian trebles that account, 

Befides that,a Kings name is a Tower of ftrength,. . 
Which -they vpon the aduerfe party wants 
Vp. with my Tent there valiant Gentlemen, v 
Let vs furuey the vantage or the field. 

Call for feme men of found diicfrion, *, 

Lets want no difcipline make no delay. 

For Lords to morrow isabufie day. Exeunt » 

Enter Richard with the Lords . 

Rich . The wear y Sunne hath made a golden feat,’ 
And by the bright tracke of his fiery Carre, 

Giues fignall of a goodly day to morrow, 

W hereis Sir William Brandon ^ he fhall beare my ftanderd,' 
The Earle of Bembroohe keepe his regiment. 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good nightto him, i . 
And by the fecond houre in the morning, . 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my Tent- 

Yet one thing more , good Blunt before thou goeft. 

Where is Lord Stanley, quarterd, doeft thou know ? 

Blmt . Vnleflfe I haue miftaine his-colours much. 
Which. well I am affur’d 1 fraue not done. 

His regiment jfethhalfea mileat Icafl, 

South from the mighty power of the King,-? 

R ich. Ifwkhoutperrillit bepofftbk, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him, 

And giue him from methismoft necdfull fcrowle* 
Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord , He vndertake it* 

R tch, Farewell Good Blunt ♦ 

Giue me fome Inke and paper in my Tent, 

He draw the forme and modle of our battel!. 

Limit each leader t-o his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall Itrength s 
Come let vs confult vpon the morrowes buhnefoe, y 
InourTent, the aire is raw and cold. 

Enter King 'R.tchard i Nor*Rateliffe i CatCsby* ■ 

Xing. Whatis a deckel 



of Richard the Third. 

Cat. It is fix of the clocke, full fupper-time- 
Kin. I will not fup to night, giuc me fome Inke and Papej* 
What is my Beauer eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour layd into my tent. 

Cat . It is my Liege, and all things are in readinelfe. 

Kin. Good Norfolke hie thee to thy charge. 

Vie careful! watch ; chufe trufty Centinell, 

Nor. I got my lord* 

Kin. Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolke i 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord, 

Kin. Catesby . 

Rdf. My Lord. 

Kin. Send outaPurleuantat armes 
Xo Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing,leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caueof eternall night. 

Fill me a boule of Wine, giue mea watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 
looke that my ftaues be found and not too heauy K atcltfe 
IW.My Lord* 

Kin. Saweft thou the melanchoiiy L. Northumberland ? 
Rat, T bomas the Earle of Surrey , and himfelfc* 

Much like Cockfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the fouldiers. 

Kin.Sb I am fatisfied, giue me a boule of W ine, 

I haue not that alacrity of -fpirit. 

Nor deare of mind thatl was wont to haue ; 
Setitdowne,is Inke and 'paper ready? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Km. Bid my guard watch,leauc me, 

tat a ^ out r ^ e of night come to my tent 

And helpe to arme me,leaue me I fay. * Exit R at. 
Enter T)arby to Richmond in his tent, 
ar. Fortune and vi&ory fit on thy helrr.e- 
ich All comfort that the darke night can aford, 

Ae.to toy perfon noble father in law, 

I ell L - •- • - - 

Bo 



mc how fares our noble mother ? 
nra atturney thy mother. 



co .prayes continually for Rtchmnds good 
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So much for that: the filent houres fteale on* 

A flakiedarknelfebreakes within the Eaft, 

In briefe,for fo the feafon bids vs be : 

Prepare thybattell early in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the arbiterment 
Of bloody ftrokes and mortall flaring warre, 

I asl may, that which I would I cannot, 

With befl aduantagewill deceiue the time, 

And ayd thee in this doubtfull fhocke of armess 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Xeaft being feene thy tender brother George , 

Be executed in hisfathers fight. 

Farewell, the leifure and the fcarefull times 
Cuts off the ceremonious vowesof loue. 

And ample enterchangeof fweet difcourfc, 

W hich fo long fandred friends fhould dwell vpon 
God giue leifure of theferights ofloue, 

Once more adifiw, be valiant and lpeedwell. 

Rich , Good Lords conduct him to his regiment: 
lie ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap 
Leaft leaden Humber peife me downe to morrow • 

When 1 fhould mount with wings of vittory : 

Once more goodnight kind Lords,and Gentlemen* Exeunt 
O thou whole ca ptaine I account my felfe, 

Lookeon my force with thy gracious eyes: 

P ut in there hand s thy brufing Irons of wrath. 

That they may crufh downe with heauy fall, 

The vfurping helmet of our aduerfarie;. 

Make vs thy minifters of chafticement ; 

That we may praife thee in the vi&ory. 

To thee I doe commend my watchful! foule. 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking, oh defend me ftill. 



Enter the ghofi of Prince Edward, fonne to Henry the 6, 
Ghosi toK-Kic- Let me fit heauy on thy foule tomorrow, 
Thinke how thou flabft me in my prune of youth 
At Tewkesbury : difpaire and dye- 
i o With. Be chearefull Richmond fiot the wronged fbules 

' i 



of Richard the Third J 

Of butchered Princes fight in thy behalf^ \ 

King Henries ifiue Richmond comforts thee* 

Enter the Ghofi of Henry the 6. (body, 

Ghofi to YL. Richard. When I was mortall my anoynted 
By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on the Tower, and me; ddpaire and die, 

Harry the fixt bids thee defpaire and die. 
ToRich.Vzvtxxous and hoiy,be thou conquerors 
Harry that Prophefied thou fhouldft be King, 

Doth comfort thee in ohy fleepe,liue and flourifh» 

Enter the Ghott of Clarence * 
ghofi-ttt me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow, 
jthac was wafiit to death with fulfome Wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betray d to death s 
To morrow in the battell thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgeleffefwotd, defpaireand die* ' 

7 o i? tfWhcit off Ipring of the houfe of Edncafiir 
The wronged heires of T orke do pray for thee, J 

Good Angels guard thy battell,liueand flourifh* 

Enter the Ghofi of Riuers, Gray, Vaughan. 

R iu t Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow, 

Riuers yhat died at Pomfretjdt fpaire arid dye. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire* 
Vaugh. Thinke vpon V <tughan, and with guilty fearC 
Let fall thy Iaunce,defpaire and die, 

All to Rich. Awake ana thinke our wrongs in Richards bo* 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day* (fome-, 

Enter the G he (l of L ,H a flings, 
ghofi* Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake. 

And in a bloody battell end thy aayes* . 

Thinke on Lord Hatting s difpaire and dis* 5 ' 1 
To R ieh. Quiet vntroubled foule,a wake,awake, 
Arme,fightand conquer for faire England s fake. 

Enter the ghofi of two young Princes, 
ghofi . Dreame on, thy coufins fmotheted in theTovver 
bet vs be layd within thy bofoms Richard, 

A»d Weigh thee downe to mine fhame and death, 

•my Nephews ioules bid thee difpaire and die. 

To Ri. Skepe Richmond fleepe in peace, and wake in ioy* 

T, 2 r.nnrl 
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Good Angels guard the? from the Boares annoy,* 
livje and beget a happy race of Kings: 

.Edvards vnhappy fonnes do bidthee flourifh* 



Enter the GhoSl of Quiene -Anne, his wife , 

Richard fifty wife/hat wretched ffnue dry wife. 

That neuef fiepta quiet hourc with thee. 

Now fils thy ileepe with-perturbatiom, 

To morrow in chebattell thinkeonme, 

And fall thy e d gefe fiefw ord ,d i fp airc and die.' 

To R/rT.Thou quiet foulejfleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Dreame of fucceffe,and happyrvi&ory. 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

■Enter the ghqfi ef Buckingham* 

The fir ft was I thatbclpt thee to theCrowne, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyranny, 

Q in the battell thifke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltineffe : 

Dreamc on,dreame on,of bloody deeds and death* 
Fainting diipaire, di-fpairing yeiJd thy breath* 

To Rich. 1 dyed for. hope ere I could lend thee aid* 

But cheare thy heart, anqbpnpt thou difraay.d, i . . - 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And RleBurd fais in heighjt .of all his pride. 

K. Richard Started cut ef his dr e ante. 

K.Rv^.Giue'nje another horfe,bind vp my wounds: 
Haue mercy Iefu : fpft I did but dreame- 
O coward conlcicnce, how doft thou affiiT me ? 

The lights burnejolew, it is not dead midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefii. 

What do I feare my fejfe? theres noneelie by, 

Richard loues 'Richard, drat is,I am I, 

Is there a murtherer here, No. yes,I am. 

Then flie, what from rr.y felfe ? great reaibn why, 

LeaftI reuenge. What ? my felfe vpon my fclfe: 

Alacke I lone my felfe, wherefore ? for any good 

That xpy felfe hath done vnto my lelfe : 

- •* - •' ' * 4> * ' ‘ 
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0 no t alas * rather hate my felfe,' 
for hate full deeds committed by my felfe s 

1 a m a viiiaine yea , I lye I am not. 

Poole of thy felfe fpeake well foole doe not flatter^ 

My confcience hath a thoufand feuerall tongues., 

And cuery tongue brings in a feuerall tale. 

And eucry tale condcmnes me for a viiiaine ; 

Perinry, in the higheft degree, 

Murder, fterne murder , in therdyreft degree, - • 

All feueral i finnes , all v-fde in each degree. 

Throng all tci.the Boare, crying all, guilty, guilty,- 
I lhall difpaire there is nocreature loues me, 

And if l die , no fbute lhall pktie v - v ■' V 

And wherefore ftiould they ,? fince that Imy Telfe* 3 :v! j 
Find in my felfe, no pitLy. to my felfe. • ‘ - • i rr! 

Me thought the foulesfof all that 1 hauelnurdfed f ■ 
Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat 

To morrowes vengeance on the head ofRichardj ■' 

Enter 'Ratclffe^ '> ri: . - " • X. 
'Rat. My tordi r ' v ' ■ -. ; 

AT»£.Zounds, who is there ? 

Rcr. My Lord tis I : the- early village Cocksy ' 1 
Haue thrice done falutation to the morne.. 

Yourfriends are vp , and* -buckle on their arm<kir> r - ' Tl< 
King ., O Ratcliff*, I hauedream da fearefull dfearrie. 
What think'ft thou, will our friends proue all true ? 

R*:. No doubt my Lord'. 

King . O Ratclffe I feare, I feare, 

Nay good my Lord be not affraid of fhadowssj 
King.Ry the Apoftl e. Paul, (hadowes to night 
Haue ftrooke more terrour to the foule of Richard. 

Then can the fubftance of ten thoufand Souldiers 
Armed inproofc, and led by (hallow Richmond,] 

Tis not yet neere day come'goe with me, 

Vnder our Tents, lie play the ewefe-dropper, 

- o heare if any meane to ftirinke from me, Exeunt* 

' ' ' 
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Rich. Cry mercy lords, and watchfull gentlemen, i 
That you haue tane a tardy (laggard heere. 

Lor. How haue .you fleptmy Lord ? 

Rich. The fweeteft fleepe, and faireft boding dreames 
That euer entred in a drowfie head, 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lord .* 

Me thought their fouies whofe body RjcA/irWmurtherecI, 
Cameto my Tent and cried on victory ; 

I promife you my foule is very jocund, 
lnThe remembrance of Id faire a dreame, 

. How fame into the mourning is it Lords ? 

Lor. Vpon the ftroke of ioure. 

Rich . Why then tis time to arme } and giue dire&ion. 
Mote then 1 haue faid,louing country-men, (His Oratien u 
Theleifureand inforcement ofthectme, ( his SohUkts, 

ForbidS to dwell vpon , yet remember this, 

God, and our good caufe , fight vpon our fide. 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged fbules. 

Like high reard bulworkcs (land before our faces, 
"Richard except, thofe whom we fignt agaanft, 

Had rather haue vs winne , then him they follow 1 
For what is he they follow itruelv gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant , and a homicide. 

* On railld jnbloudjandon-tu bloud r eftabli/hed.; 

One that made meanes-to com* by, that he hath, 

Aind flaughtered thole that were the meanes to heTpe him ; 
A bace foule ftone , made precious bythefoyle • 

Of Englands chaire , where he is falfly let. 

On that bath euer beeneGods enemy a 
Then if you fight againft Gods enemy. 

God will in iuftice reward yon as his Souldicrs 
If you fwearetoput a tyrant downe. 

You fleepe in peace the tyrant being flame. 

If you doe fight againft your countryes foes. 

Your countries fat (hall pay your paines the hire* 

If you doe fight in fafegard of your wiues, 
ntp’ Your wiues (hall welcome home theconquerours • 

If you doe free your children from the Sword. 

Your cnildrens children quits it in your age j 
Tn—r ' r ‘ ' Then. 
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•phen inthe name of God and all thefe rights, 
fiance your ftandards, draw your willing Swords 
For me , the ranfome of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corps on the Earths cold face : 

But if I thriue, the gaine of my attempt, 

1 he lea ft of you (hall (hare his part thereof, 

Sound drumes and trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 
God, and Saint George t Richmond , and vi&ory. 

Enter King Richard , IW. &c. 

XVtff What fay d Northumberland*?, touching Richmond? 

R at. That he was neuer train’d vp in Armes. 

/(T/w^.He (ayd the truth, and what laid Surrey then. 

Rat- Hcfmiled and fayd , the better for ourpurpoie- 

King He was in the right, and fo indeed it is : 

Tell the Clocke there. The Clocke firiketbi 

Giue me a Kalender , who faw the Sunne to day ? 

R at- Not l my Lord. 

King.Then he dildaines to fhine , for by the Booke, 
He fhould haue bra u’d the Eaft an houre agoe,, 

Ablacke day will it be tofome body. 

R< 2 /« My Lord. 

King. The Sunne will not be feene to day. 

The skie doth frowne and lower vpon our Army, 

I would thefe dewy teares were from the ground. 

Not lhine to day , Why , what is that to me 
More then to RichmondHoi the felie-fame heauen 



Enter Norfolk?. 

El or. Armejarme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field. 

-^£*Comebuftle,biiftle,caparifcn my Horfe, 

Call vp Lord Stanley > bid him bring his power, 

^ will lead forth my Souldiers to the plaine. 

And thus my batiell (hall be ordered. 

My fore-ward ftiall be drawne in length, • 

Confifting equally of Horfe and Foote* 

C>ur Archers fhall be placed in the midft, 

hhn Duke of Norfolk? , Thomas Earle of Surrey 

;jtall haue the leading of the Foote and Horfe, 

^hey thus directed , we will follow 

M in 



The Tragedy 

]tuhemainebattell,whofepuifiance on eyther fide 
Shall be well winged with ourchiefeft Horfe? 

This, and' Saint Cjeorge to boote, what tbinkeft thou not. 

Nor. A good direction warlike Soueraigne, He (keweth 
This foundl one my Tent this morning. him a paper, 

locks/ ofNorfolke,be not to bold. 

For Dick. 0 # thy matter is bought and fold* 
King.. A thing deuifed by the enemy, 

Goe Gentlemen euery man voto his charge. 

Let not ©urbab ling areames affright our foules, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vie, 

Deuifde at firft to keepe the flrong in awe, ^ 

Our ftrong armes be our confcience, our fwords our law. 
March on, ioyne brauely , let vs to it pell-mell, 
Ifnotto Heau'en, then hand in hand to Hell, His Oration 
What {ball I fay more then I haue inferd, to his Army, 
Remember who you are in cope withall, 

A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcols,and run.awayes, 

A fcum of Britt aines , and bafe lackey Pefants, 

Whom their ore cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate aduenruresahd aflur’d deftru&ion. 

You fleeping fafe they. bring you tovnreft : 

You hauing lands,and bleil with beautious wiues. 

They would reflraine theone,diftaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow ? 

Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers coft, 

A milke-fop one that neuer in his life 
Felt lo much cold as ouer fhooes in Snow : 

Lets whip thefe llraglers ore the Seas againe. 

La fit hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe famifht beggers weary of their liues* 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want ofmeanes poore rats had hang’d themfelues. 

If we be conquered let men conquer vs, 

And /iot thefe ball ard Britt aines whom our fathers 
Haueintheirowne land beaten, bob’d and thumpt, _ 

And on record left them the heires of fhame. 

. Shall thefe enioy our land j lie with our wiues ? 

Rauilh oar daughters, harkel heare there Drum, 



. && 



pjeh 



of Richard the Third. 



pjaht Gentlemen of England, fight boldly Yeomen 
pf aW Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head. 

S-iur your proud horfes bard, and ridein blood, 

Amaie the welking with your broken fi aues, 

What fayes Lord Stanley will he bring his power? 

Mef, My lord he doth deny to come. 

Kin r Off with his fonne Georges head. 
pier. My Lord, the Enemy is paft the marfli, 

After the battell let George Stanley dye. 

Kin. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 
Aduanceour ftandards, fet vpon our fees. 

Our ancient word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the ipleene of. fiery Dragons; 

Vpon thcm,yi£fory fits on our faelmes. 

Alarum excur (ions. Fitter Catesby. 

Gtf.Refcew my Lord ofA r «rf<j%,refcew,refceW 
The King ena&s more wonders then a man, 

Daring and oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is fiaine,and all onfoote he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord, or elfe the day is loft. Enter R ichard «. 
Kin. A horfe, a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Cat, W ithdraw my Lord, ile helpe you to a horfe. 

Kin. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And I will ftand the hazzard of the die, 

Ithinkethere be fixe Richmond* in the field, 

Fiue haue r flaine to day infiead of him* 

A horfe, a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe, 

Alarum. Enter Richard & Richmond, they fight, Rithard is 
flaine 3 the» retrait beingflounded . Enter Richmend/Darby 
bearing the Crowneyvith other Lords • 

Rich. God and your armes be prayfed victorious friends. 
Thy day is ours,the bloody dog is dead. 

Dar .Contagious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped royalties. 

From the dead temples ofthis bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withal!, 
Weareit,and make much of it. 

Rich, Great God of Heauen fay Amen to all, 

^ M a But 
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The Tragedy 

Kilt tell me, is young George Stanley lining ? 

Dar, He is my Lord, and fafe in Letter towne, 
"Whether ift pleafe you, we may now withdraw vs. 

.Rm&.VVhat men of name are flaine on eyther fide ?- 
John Duks °f Norfolke , Walter Lord Ferris , pr 
Robert Brokenbury , fir William Brand w. 

Rich. Inter their bodies as become their birthsi ■ 
Proclaimea pardon to the fouldiers fled. 

That in fubmiflion will returne to vs. 

And then as we haue tanethe Sacrament, 

We will vnite the white rofe and themed. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniun&fon. 

That longhathirown’d vpon their enmity. 

W hat traytor hearcs me, and fayes not Amen? 

England hath long bin mad, and fcatd her fclfe. 

The brother blindly fhed the brothers blood. 

The father ralhly Slaughtered hisownefonne. 

The fonnecompeld, being butcher to thelather. 

All this diuided Torke and Lancatter i 
Diuided in their dire diuifion* 

O now let 'Richmond, and Elizabeth, 

Thetrue fucceeders of each royall houfe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together. 

And let their heires (God if they will befo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fac’t peace 
With fmiling plenty and faire prolperous daies. 

Abate the edge of.traytors gracious Lord 
That would reduce thefe bloody dayes againe, 

And make poore England weepe in ftreames of blood, 
let them not liuetotaftethis lands increafe. 

That would with treafonu wound this faire lands peace, 
Nbw-ciuill wounds are ftopt, peace, liues againe, 
Xhat.fhe may long liue here, God lay Amen. . 
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